A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 188 





CONTENTS 


Possessive Trucker 
NEWSLETTER 


Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Chapter 17 
Chapter 18 
Chapter 19 
Chapter 20 
Epilogue 


Extended Epilogue 

NEWSLETTER 

A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 
BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 

LAIRDS & LADIES 

RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 

IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 

About the Author 


POSSESSIVE TRUCKER 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 188 


FLORA FERRARI 


Copyright © 2020 by Flora Ferrari 
All rights reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or 
mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, 
without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief 
quotations in a book review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are 
either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong language and sexual 
situations. It is intended for mature readers. 


POSSESSIVE TRUCKER 


SOPHIE 


I’ve got the job, I’m leaving home. I’m finally leaving the 
farm. 


Then just as quickly... I haven’t got the job. I’ve got 
nowhere to go and I can’t get home. 


Cherry on the cake of my day? I left my bag on the bus... 
the one with all my money, cards and clothes in it. 


Just when it feels like things have gone from bad to worse, I 
meet Thorn. 


I know never to get in a car with strangers, but getting 
trucked by Thorn? 


That’s not something any right-minded girl would sneeze at. 


THORN 


I’ve driven enough rigs on highways, in all seasons to know 
a girl in trouble when I see one. 


I also know what I want when I see it. I don’t need 
convincing when an angel descends to earth right in front 
of me. 


Right from the restrooms in Rick’s roadhouse of all places. 
She’s a curvy younger girl who’s having the day from hell. 


Me? I’m the older guy who can save her, help her out but I 
don’t want to be just another thorn in her side today. 


No way. 


After two minutes with her, I want to be the thorn in her 
front. 


*Possessive Trucker is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


S ophie 


“But you said,” I stammer. 


“Yeah, I did. I just didn’t think you’d actually be trying to 
take me up on it,” the hotel manager frowns at me over the 
steam of the coffee machine. 


This morning, I’d joked with her before going to my new job 
in the suburbs about five miles away. She said if the new job 
I was positive I already had didn’t work out, I could come 
work for her at the hotel. 


Guess I was wrong. 


“Now if you don’t mind, your royal highness?” she adds, 
brushing past me with a handful of plates, brimming with 
hot food. 


I’m so hungry. 


I feel my mouth watering at the sight of the food, but my 
mind’s reeling and my heart feels like it’s been torn in two. 


That’s twice today I’ve been lied to. Patronized. Treated 
like crap. 


I study myself in the mirror behind the counter top. J look 
like crap. 


My hair’s frizzed by the rain and my cheap makeup has run. 
I look like a panda and my lower lip starts to tremble. 


What the fuck happened? 


I saved up for weeks for this trip, was told I had the live-in 
housekeeper position with a wealthy family. 


I spent the night in the hotel, making sure I was fresh from 
the long trip from the country, got up and at ‘em super 
early. Everything was looking perfect. 


Until I actually met my new employer. 


“Well... We never said you actually had the job... not a 
hundred percent. That would be stupid,” she’d said coldly, 
looking me up and down after one of her brat kids threw a 
tantrum at the sight of me. 


“You’re a little... bigger than your profile picture too. I’m 
not sure the guest bed would even fit you in it,” she 
remarked as if I wasn’t even there. “Plus, If Coby doesn’t 
take to you... well...” 


It was all over before it even started. 


Shit, How could I have been so stupid, actually taking it at 
face value I had the job just from a few emails and a phone 
call. 


I wouldn’t feel so stupid, if I hadn’t left my bag on the bus 
from the burbs that took me back to the hotel. The one with 
most of my money, my clothes, jacket and my ID in it. 


I’m royally screwed. 


The lights from a big rig across the street glow in the rain 
streaked view behind me as it pulls into the diner across the 
road. 


I wonder if they have free Wi-Fi. 


Topping off the perfect day, I have zero credit and no data 
on my phone. 


My only hope is to email for help. Dad would’ve normally 
called, but for the huge fight we had when T left... 


I made the genius remark I was never coming back. 


Something puts a lid on my fears though. Something in that 
brightly lit truck carrying its forest of logs on a huge trailer 
makes me feel safe again. 


Draws my eyes and my mind to it again. 


“You still here?” the hotel manager says icily, putting her 
hands on her hips and narrowing her eyes. 


But I’m already leaving. The blast of frigid air on my soaked 
white blouse doesn’t even bother me. 


Those lights. 
That truck. 
Somehow I just know it’s the answer to all my problems. 


The ‘free Wi-Fi’ and ‘first cup’s on us’ sign warms me a little 
once I cross the road, passing opposite the gleaming white 
and red rig but unable to see inside through the dark tinted 
windows. 


The hand dryer in the ladies room warms me up even more, 
bringing the feeling back to my fingers and helping to make 
me feel half human after I clean my face up a little. 


Something makes me think of that truck again. Wondering 
if maybe there’s one of those sturdy hero type men driving, 
like in those damned books I can’t stop reading. 


Coming out of the ladies, I see him leaning against the 
counter. 


My gasp of surprise makes me blink, looking around with 
shy embarrassment. 


His firm rear end in faded denim flexes as one of his firm 
boots rests on the shining brass rail. 


His equally faded checked shirt strains against his huge V- 
shaped torso, which even from the back tells me he does 
more than just keep in shape. 


He is a shape. A permanent, pleasing shape. 


Frozen to the spot, I feel my heart skip one of its racing 
beats as his eyes meet mine in the mirror behind the 
counter. 


Dark, smoldering and intense eyes that soften when they 
rest on me. I see them move over me, his lip curling, but it’s 
not a sneer or look I’m used to. 


This man likes what he sees, and I feel my chest stiffen 
through my wet shirt. A warm flush running through my 
whole body and settling someplace inside me, a little north 
of the space between my legs. 


I become aware I’m standing with my mouth open, 
something I do sometimes and hate. His smile once he’s 
fully scanned me with those dark, brooding eyes of his act 
like a beacon. 


Rails of perfect white teeth and an added softness to his 
chiseled jaw draw me in like a moth to a flame. 


A flame I hope won’t burn me, not like everybody else today. 
The man’s different, but I can’t just tell from looks. 


Can’t I? 


I don’t feel my legs moving, but he’s getting closer, keeping 
his gaze fixed firmly on mine without turning around. 


As I get close enough, his low growl of appreciation after he 
breathes in deeply makes me feel the whole floor under my 
feet vibrate. 


He’s huge, around six foot seven. And his thick muscles 
show through his clothes as he moves but without making 
him look unnatural. 


He’s perfect. 


Turning to face me, he brushes his thick dark hair. Out of 
nerves or habit? I don’t think he’s capable of nerves. He’s 
got the form and figure, the presence of a man who knows 
what he wants. 


And right now, even though I don’t consider myself 
someone who has any chance with a man like this, all I want 
to do is talk to him. I need to talk to him. 


But the greater part of me, the unreasonable, warm and 
wet part of me which is growing warmer and wetter by the 
second, is compelled to think of all the things I want him to 
do to me once he’s through talking. 


“You’re all wet down there,” he observes in a deep, smoky 
voice. 


I flush with embarrassment, looking down. It’s as if he can 
read my mind. 


Up close he smells like the woods, like fresh cut logs and 
spruce pines after the rain. 


Wiping my hands down my thighs out of my own nervous 
habit, I realize what he means. 


I’m drenched. My top dried some, but my jeans are soaked 
through 


And every second he looks at me like that, I know I’m only 
gonna be getting that little bit wetter. 


CHAPTER TWO 


l horn 


I’ve driven enough rigs on highways, in all seasons to know 
a girl in trouble when I see one. 


I also know what I want when I see it. I don’t need 
convincing when an angel descends to earth right in front 
of me. 


Right from the restrooms in Rick’s fucking roadhouse of all 
places. 


I want to introduce myself, to set her mind at ease. A lot of 
weirdos in diners and roadhouses... a lot of nut jobs on the 
road. 


But I can’t speak, I’m just standing here, grinning like a fool 
as she walks over while I stare at her in the mirror behind 
the counter. Right over towards me, now that’s what I like. 


And she’s what I want. 


Christ, I sound like one of those nut jobs. But it’s not my 
imagination. 


She’s fucking perfect! 


Her blond bangs, like the rest of her, are patchy with 
dampness from the rain. She’s cleaned herself up but 
nobody can wash off getting caught in a torrential 
downpour in a bathroom basin. 


She’s flushed red, and her full figure, complete with 
generous curves in all the right places sends a signal 
straight to my dick that I haven’t felt for years. 


Maybe not ever. 
Not like this. 


I can’t help but focus on her chest. Damn. Those thick 
pebbled nipples are just teasing my eyes, but it’s those 
fucking hips and an ass I know that’s just begging to be 
gripped with both hands. And before I even see her from all 
angles, I want her. 


I’m a big guy, and I need a strong, thick girl if anything 
physical is gonna work. One look at her, and I just know 
we're a perfect fit. 


But more than my instant desire, more than the need to 
give her our children... 


I need to help her. 
I need to protect her. 


My eyes narrow, I look around quickly as she looks down 
once I observe how wet she is. 


I’m waiting for the boyfriend, husband or whoever to step 
in, to tell me to mind my own. 


But when she looks up, I can tell there’s no one. It’s in her 
eyes. 


I know the look because it’s the same one I see every 
morning in the mirror. 


Twenty years I’ve driven rigs, cutting the logs that go on 
‘em. Worked my ass off and now I own a fleet of trucks, 
even have my own mill. 


But with nobody to share it with, no queen by my side, 
there’s no need for me to brood in a big empty house. 


A house I’m suddenly thinking mightn’t be big enough. I 
can already see at least a dozen of our kids, shining in her 
eyes. 


But something’s wrong. I can see she’s in no mood to be hit 
on, but I resolve to protect her, to do whatever it takes to 
spend more time with her. 


The rest of our lives, starting right fucking now. 


I can’t help it and a low sound escapes me. Like a wolf or a 
wild animal, staking its claim. 


Guarding what’s his, counting the moments until I can claim 
her as my own. 


“Tt’s raining,” is all she says, her face flushing a little harder 
but worse than that, her eyes moving away from me. I’ve 
hurt her feelings by stating the obvious, and I feel like I’ve 
lost some ground before I even know her name. 


“Whatcha havin’ Miss?” the nasally high, cheerful voice of 
Rick the elderly diner owner chimes in, cutting through the 
space between us like a knife. 


My eyes narrow again, letting Rick know he’s picked a bad 
moment. 


“She’s mine,” I hear myself growling. 


Rick cocks a brow and she, whoever she is, makes a sound 
that feels like a knife in my heart. 


She’s not impressed by the caveman routine, but I can’t 
help it. I just want to scoop her up and take her out of this 
place, get her someplace she deserves. 


Home. 


“T mean... she’s with me, Rick,” I tell him, softening my tone 
and creasing a strained smile as he raises both his brows. 


“TIl give you a minute,” Rick murmurs, flipping a menu in 
front of each of us before he shuffles off, humming to 
himself and polishing some glasses. 


I watch her eyes, they won’t even look at me now. She’s 
eyeing the exit instead. 


“Tm buying,” I hear myself tell her, but when she looks up 
at me, it’s not the same feeling I have staring back at me 
anymore. 


She’s scared. Tired, and sick of people telling her how it’s 
gonna be. 


She’s been lied to and she’s not about to get hurt again. 
I can tell that much. 


“No strings,” I tell her. “Just someone who wants to buy you 
a meal, something warm to drink,” I hear myself telling her. 


Her eyes are back on mine, and I can see she wants to trust 
me, but today, maybe longer has just been one person after 
another screwing her over. 


“You don’t even have to talk if you don’t want to,” I lie, 
feeling the pit in my stomach falling at the thought of her 
not speaking or worse. 


If she leaves here without me. 


“I can manage on my own,” she says, unconvincingly. “But 
thanks for the offer.” 


I close my mouth to stop from making a sound. I can’t 
believe what I just heard, but I can’t force her to do 
anything either. 


She’s studying the menu with trembling hands and I’m 
sitting stunned, sure I was going to at least be able to make 
some conversation. 


Can’t she feel it? Can’t she feel this thing between us? 


After a pained few minutes, she grabs Rick’s attention with 
a light movement of her hand. 


“First cup’s free, right?” she asks, her voice wavering with 
cold and fatigue. I stifle a groan as Rick grudgingly pours 
her a coffee, giving me a scornful sideways look. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


S ophie 


I know he’s perfect. I know he’d help me in a heartbeat. 


I sure as hell know the effect he’s having on my internal 
workings. 


Guess I’m still just edgy that the third person I meet today 
is gonna burn me like the other two have. 


First the job that wasn’t and then the ‘friendly’ hotel 
manager? Now Mr. Perfect offering to buy me lunch? 


I don’t fucking think so. I can’t risk it. He’s hot, sure. But 
there’s no way, it’s too fishy. Too suspect. 


What have you got to lose? You’ve got nowhere to go, no 
money and one free coffee before you get asked to leave. 


It’s stupid of me, I know. But there’s a lot of weirdos in 
places like this. 


A lot of nut jobs. 


No matter how handsome. 


How strong. 
How perfect. 


I pretend to keep reading the menu, while my other hand 
fishes for my phone. I figure I may as well try for the free 
Wi-Fi before I get turned out. 


See if I can’t at least swallow some pride, email dad and 
have him call me. 


He’s gonna be furious, but he’s the only person I know who 
can... 


Help. 
He hasn’t stopped looking at me, not for a second. 


It’s not a bad, creepy look either. In fact, it’s giving me 
shivers that match the one from the cold, but it’s about a 
thousand degrees hotter. 


I shudder in a trembling breath, trying to keep my hand 
steady as I sip my coffee. 


Trying to focus on picking up the Wi-Fi signal, I can’t help 
but let out a small sound, nearly overcome by the man’s 
presence. His woodsy smell, his huge muscular frame just 
inches from mine. I have to gasp aloud as his leg touches 
mine once he shifts himself onto the stool next to me. The 
charge from him touching me is just too much. 


“Sorry,” he murmurs. A low, thick sound that only makes me 
sorry he hasn’t touched me somewhere else yet. 


I can’t... It could never happen... 


His huge hand’s next to mine. He puts his cell phone down 
before hesitating and taking his hand back, leaving the 
phone. 


“If you need to call someone, use this,” he says firmly, my 
chest thickening at the continuous sound of his voice. 


Commanding. Powerful. 


“Rick? I’ll have two of the usual,” he tells the guy behind the 
counter, “You gotta eat,” he adds, lowering his voice. 


I turn to tell him where to get off, that I don’t need 
anybody’s charity, but a near whimper is all that escapes me 
once I feel his hand over mine. 


“And make your phone call. I won’t have you sitting here 
cold, hungry and with no place to go, that’s final,” he tells 
me firmly, the gentlest squeeze of his hand over mine telling 
me a lot more. 


If I’m interested. 
Uh. Yeah, I’m interested. 
But what about...? 


I can’t go through life not trusting everyone. From now on 
it's only people who don’t look and act like this... that don’t 
smell like this that are no good. This one? He’s just 
incredible. Don’t blow it. But who is he? 


“I’m Sophie,” I squeak in a near whisper. And I feel the 
relief he does once he breathes out through his nose, 
holding his huge hand out. 


“Thorn,” he says, matter of fact, and I shudder again at his 
touch. My hand in his feeling like the most natural, and 
most erotic thing I’ve ever felt at the same time. 


Both our eyes widen a little, okay. Mine a lot. It’s pretty 
clear straight away that there’s something incredible going 
on when Thorn touches me, even just a little bit. 


He holds my hand way too long, but it’s nowhere near long 
enough and by the time food comes it’s the furthest thing 
from my mind. 


“You need to call your boyfriend... husband?” he suddenly 
grunts, his eyes narrowing on something I can’t see. 


“Just my dad,” I say absently, automatically starting to cut 
steak, eggs and bacon. Totally forgetting my manners. 


I cringe once I see his eyes on me in the mirror behind the 
counter again, and he lets out a low chuckle as I blush a 
deep red. 


“Its okay,” he says, looking genuinely satisfied. “You must 
be hungry and you don’t have to wait for me.” 


He looks away, to his own plate but once I start eating 
again, his eyes are on me. I thought it might be awkward 
with someone sitting so close, but everything with Thorn 
just feels natural. 


Everything feels right. 
Safe. 


“When did you last eat?” he asks me, filling his mouth with 
steak in a way that makes me think there’s nothing this man 
does that isn’t sexy. 


“Yesterday,” I murmur between mouthfuls of my own, 
somehow feeling he’s enjoying watching me eat which 
makes me want to eat more. 


His disappointed sound and slight shaking of his head 
doesn’t faze me. 


I vow to finish every morsel of food for him, as well as to 
satisfy my own hunger. But the more I eat, the more I 
become aware of the different kind of hunger between us. 


I try and tell myself he couldn’t be interested in a curvy girl 
like me, that he could have any girl he wants. 


But there’s something in his brooding look, like a steel 
spring in a trap that’s twitching, aching to go off. 


“What about you?” I hear myself asking briskly, as soon as it 
occurs to me, the thought of anyone else in his life fills me 
with panic. 


He cocks a brow at my question, sipping long on his coffee. 


“Anyone? You must be married,” I say louder than normal, 
noting his curious look as my own shoulders slump. 


Of course he is. 
How could he not be? 


“Really” I almost squeal as he shakes his head, wiping his 
mouth with his napkin before grinning. 


“Why’d you ask?” he quizzes me, an extra shine in his eye. A 
little twinkle of mischief that makes me sigh out loud as I sit 
back, feeling full and suddenly very relieved. 


“Just wondered,” I muse quietly, shifting in my seat a little 
and feeling a fresh line of moisture ripple through my 
mound. 


So close to Thorn, a delicious meal and now the news that 
he’s not taken? 


It’s pure fantasy, but it’s enough to give me some hope. 


“T just never met the right girl,” he smiles knowingly, 
making a shiver go up my spine as his look shifts to 
something I know is only going to lead to me making a fool 
of myself if he keeps teasing me like this. 


“You gonna make your call?” he asks, glancing at the clock. 
I know in an instant that he has a schedule, which I’ve 
intruded on. 


Reminded that my only option is to call my dad and ask him 
to drive two hundred miles to collect me isn’t a pleasant 
thought. 


The thought of Thorn leaving too, leaving this diner without 
me at his side? The slightest doubt in my mind still 
threatening that I’ve imagined his attraction to me? 


That it’s three for three today and everyone I meet is just 
not what they seem these days. 


I feel my face crumple and my lip starts with that thing 
again. That thing it does when I have to cry. 


I don’t want to, but the thought of him suddenly not being 
there, it’s too much. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


l horn 


I can’t just tell her how I feel. I’ve just met her. 


She’s had a rough day, and then some by the looks. I don’t 
want to be the next in a line of people making her day 
Worse. 


Shit! What am I even thinking? 


As if a young girl like this is really gonna go for an older 
guy like me. I must be twice her age. 


I tell myself to stop even trying to flirt, that I’m only 
embarrassing myself, when she suddenly looks like she’s 
about to cry. 


I feel like I’ve done it again, that I’m doing this all wrong. 
It can never work... 


Just when she’s looking at my phone, thinking about the call 
she has to make, it rings loudly and makes her jump. 


It shocks the tears away from her face though, the ones I 
see and feel coming. 


The ones I know I couldn’t wipe away for her. 
Not yet. 
It’s the office calling. It’s always the office. 


“I gotta take this,” I groan, swiping the phone off the 
counter and keeping my eyes on her in every reflective 
surface in the diner, I take the call. 


It’s one of my contractors, Kip being patched through from 
the office. He’s swinging back this side of the bridge after a 
drop off, wanting to know if I have any more work for him 
for today. 


I look up to the ceiling, thank you. 


“Uh, yeah. If you can pick up from Rick’s diner... yeah yeah, 
the roadhouse... I’ll be here... see you then.” 


I can unhook my trailer, let him take it. That way I’m free. 
Free to spend time with Sophie. 


I can take her home, make sure she’s safe. 
My home or her home though? 


That depends on what she wants, but it’ll give me some 
time with her, the only thing that matters to me now. 


I know what I want, but I need her to want the same thing 
before I can relax anytime soon. Even the sight of Rick 
asking her if she wants anything else gets my back up, even 
though I know he’s only doing his job. 


Having an ace up my sleeve now, I feel a wave of confidence 
wash over me, that this whole thing is destiny. 


It’s working. All I have to do is follow the signals. 
Join the dots. 


“Just work,” I tell her, getting back to my seat and seeing 
her looking less like crying, I figure now’s as good a time as 
any. 


“You’re welcome to use my phone now or I can take you 
wherever you need to go. I’ll have the truck unhooked and 
free for the rest of today soon,” I announce, almost proudly. 


But my face falls when I see hers looking down again 
quickly. 


“Uh,” she starts to stammer. “I think I should just call my 
dad. I’m grateful for your help, Thorn. I really am... but...” 


She looks up again and I can see she’s torn. Careful not to 
upset me for being nice, but watching her own back just the 
same. 


It’s a smart girl who refuses to just hop into any man’s 
truck. Whatever the reason. 


I puff air out through my cheeks, nodding. 
Dying inside. 


“Sure, well.. The phone’s there when you need it. If you 
want something else, Rick will fix it for you. I’ll just go... the 
truck,” I stammer myself, feeling winded. Like I’ve just 
taken a boot to the groin. 


Well that went fucking aces! What happened to that magic 
feeling? 


I struggle not to kick the door open as I leave the diner, the 
cold air blasting me as I make my way back to my rig, 
muttering to myself. 


See? No way would a girl like that go for you. She's too 
clever. Too sensible. Too... good, she’s just so fucking 
perfect 


Idiot! You just blew it by acting like some Neanderthal. 
Fuck! 


Grinding the gearbox while I park the rig behind the diner, 
then skinning my knuckles without even cursing as I 
unhitch the trailer without remembering to put gloves on, I 
realize just how wound up all this has made me. 


How hard I’ve fallen for Sophie and I’ve known her less 
than an hour. 


I turn down hitch hikers every day I drive, and no girl, 
nobody has ever arrested my attention like this. 


Blowing some air over my stinging hand, I huff out a big 
gray cloud of precipitation. 


I’m proud of you Sophie. I am. No woman of mine would 
just jump into another man’s rig, but... 


But just this once can’t you make an exception? 


“God, why can’t she just. I just wanna tell her. Ugh!” I growl 
out loud, not managing to finish what I’m saying before I 
bump right into her as I spin around, ready to storm back 
into the diner and just tell her. 


My scuffed up hand brushes her chest and she gasps, then 
putting her own hands up against mine, she notices my 
skinned knuckles. 


“You’re hurt!” she exclaims, not even flinching at the sight, 
then a wry smile plays on her lips. 


“Tell me what?” she coos, suddenly the picture of an 
innocent angel again, taking my hand in hers and blowing 


on my knuckles. 


A deep groan escapes me, and I feel my head shaking as my 
dick shifts hard north in my jeans. 


“T just want to... I mean... I dunno Sophie, I’m just not 
gonna leave you here. You’re coming with me and that’s 
final!” I tell her in a commanding tone. 


I don’t know what happened to the girl about to cry in the 
diner, maybe it was low blood sugar. But the Sophie in front 
of me now has a devilish grin and a chest that tells me it’s 
not just the cold that has her girls at attention. 


“Let’s get this hand bandaged first,” she says calmly. “What 
did you do, fight a bear while I was gone?” she asks, and I 
laugh. 


I laugh out loud like I don’t think I ever have with anybody 
else. 


Having her close to me, holding my hand. 


It’s the most natural feeling in the world, even if it is busted 
up a little. 


The thought she’ll say yes. The very idea that we can have 
more of this... I instantly feel like I’m on top of the world. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


S ophie 


I watch as Thorn leaves the diner. He’s mad, but not at me. 
Just mad about something. 


And right then I know. It’s that same something I can’t deny 
either, no matter what my mind cooks up. 


I know I already belong to him. 


The idea of him leaving without me, without him talking to 
me... touching me again. It’s unthinkable. 


I can deal with my dad, with work, with life later. 
Right now, Thorn is all that matters. 


I do call my dad though, and he picks up straight away. He’s 
worried sick. He’s already called the housekeeping job and 
they told him I left and then they hung up on him. 


Once a bitch, always a bitch, I guess. 


“It's fine dad,” I comfort him. “I got something else 
instead... yeah I did. A real job... with a logging company. 


Secretary,” I tell him, wondering where on earth I got that 
idea from. 


I was supposed to call and have him to come pick me up. 


It’s a white lie, but once I see how wound up Thorn is once 
he thinks I’m leaving without him, I know where I belong. 


I know where my place is from now on, and it’s with Thorn. 
Thorn. 


Saying his name over and over in my mind makes me feel 
better to the point of wanting to squeal. In a matter of 
minutes, it’s as if I never had a problem in the first place. 


I still have no idea exactly what or how any of this will work 
out, but I just know it will. 


“Thorn’s a good man,” Rick says, clearing our plates. “You 
could do a lot worse than have Thorn help you out of a jam, 
Miss,” he says, flushing with pride as we both turn to look 
again at his perfect form as he climbs up into his truck. 


Hearing the gears grind and the way he’s revving it makes 
me laugh a little. 


“Don’t go too far, the pair of ya!” Rick cautions me as I trot 
to the door, holding up the bill with a smile, winking. 


“I won't,” I tell him, and I can see that Rick’s happy too for 
some reason. Maybe happy for Thorn. 


Happy for the man who, although he seems like he has it all, 
might not have that one thing I think we’ve both become so 
aware of so quickly. 


So unexpectedly. 


It’s like my face is gonna crack. I'm beaming so hard as I 
round the truck. 


Thorn bumps right into me as he turns around, and I feel 
the trickle of excitement in me become a flood. A raging 
torrent. 


I’m definitely not imagining it, and I feel like doing 
cartwheels, not that I could but the fact he’s so hung up on 
me going with him. I just know it’s gonna be perfect. 


Just me and Thorn. 
But where are we going? 


What about my new self-appointed job at the logging 
company? 


Maybe I’ll have to tell a few more teensy white lies along 
the way, but my god if we keep bumping into each other like 
this. 


“D’you have a first aid kit?” I ask him as soon as I see his 
hand, and he nods, rolling his eyes. 


“Its nothing, really,’ he says in his deep voice, letting my 
hand stay in his, not wanting me to let go of it either. 


He’s just so big. His hand in both of mine is huge and his 
body towering over me makes me feel safer than ever when 
at first I thought I should be more careful, but I should’ve 
been thinking about how much safer I am with Thorn than 
anyone else. 


Especially by myself. 
Alone. 


I can’t even think about it anymore, and I sigh as I watch 
Thorn climb up into the rig to get the first aid kit. 


“Well? Aren’t you coming?” he calls down to me, holding his 
huge hand out again and helping me inside. He’s squatted 


down between the driver’s seat and the passenger seat I 
kneel on. 


“T’ve never been in a...” I start to say before I can take any 
of it in, but his face is so close to mine. Both our lungs, 
almost panting not from fatigue but from excitement. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy, let alone been so close to a 
real man. I’m almost wondering if I’ve actually wet my 
panties. I'm so damned wet. Being this close to Thorn is like 
nothing I’ve ever felt. 


His eyes are fixed on mine, and I hear us both trying to 
swallow with dry mouths and I wonder what I’m supposed 
to do next. 


I want him to kiss me, but I just don’t know what I should 
do. 


“Your hand,” I hear myself saying, using it as an excuse to 
hold it again, and Thorn reaches inside a console for a small 
first aid kit. 


He’s taken the skin off a couple of knuckles, but I fuss over 
him like he’s lost a limb. 


I’ve seen a ton worse on the farm and I know Thorn’s 
humoring me as much as I’m hamming it up as another 
excuse to hold his hand. 


Outsiders might think it looks lame, but this feeling that 
goes along with it... I just know from the look in Thorn’s 
eyes that it’s much more than just a meal. More than just 
some basic first aid. 


More than just a ride? 


“All done,” I tell him, wanting to ask him if I can kiss it 
better, but that would be too much. 


Sitting in the silence of the immaculately clean big rig cab, 
I’m amazed at how compact and stylish it is, but I’m still 
spellbound at being so close to Thorn. 


We both stare at each other, and in no time our faces start 
to move towards one another. 


“You forgot to kiss it better,” he murmurs, making my heart 
leap and my mind explode with the thought of him actually 
kissing me. 


I close my eyes, parting my lips and hope I’m doing all this 
right. 


I can feel him moving forward, his breath on mine. His lips 
so close to touching mine I feel like I could explode. 


CHAPTER SIX 


l horn 


The sound of a big rig’s air horn cuts through the moment, 
making Sophie jump and me grind my jaw in frustration. 


It’s Kip. 
He must’ve been closer than I thought. 


If it were any other time, any other place, I’d think nothing 
of it. But ruining my first kiss with Sophie? 


Maybe my only Kiss if this keeps up. 


I never closed my eyes, and seeing her perched there, 
before the moment’s shattered, with her lips puckered and 
her sweet face lifting up to meet mine... 


If it wasn’t for Kip freeing me up for the rest of today, I try 
to tell myself that, but I can’t help but feel frustrated. 


She’s so close and yet seems so far away right. 


My only real consolation is her shared look of 
disappointment. 


“That’s one I owe you,” she whispers with a cheeky smile 
that lifts my mood instantly as she bolsters her own. 


“Just remember that,” I demand. “You’re coming with me, 
no matter what,” I tell her firmly, noting the completeness 
of my arousal as she pumps her head in a nod. 


I use my hands to tell her to stay put once I free them from 
her light grip. I don’t want her out of my sight, but the 
truck’s the next best place. 


Almost there, Thorn, baby steps. Baby steps. 


Kip’s a gun and eager to please. He’s a younger guy. 
Reminds me a lot of myself when I started out. 


His playing with the air horn has my back up, but I have to 
get him on his way so I can be alone with Sophie. 


My dark look as I exit the rig’s cab make him shrug from 
behind the wheel. He finally steps out once he realizes I 
want to talk to him face to face, not holler up to him in his 
rig. 


“You alright, boss?” he asks, looking at me askew for a 
moment before his eyes travel to my rig’s mirrors. 


Turning, I can see Sophie’s sweet face framed in chrome on 
the passenger side as she peers out to see what’s going on. 


“Oh! I get it,” Kip starts. “We’re not allowed to pick up 
‘hikers but you can, is that it?” he says with some sarcasm 
in his voice. 


I feel my jaw tensing again. 


“She’s a friend of the family,” I growl, lying. Angry I should 
even feel I have to explain myself at all. 


He’s craning his neck and looking back, I know Sophie 
won't let him ogle her like this. I take a firm step forward, 


blocking his view. “You want this job or not?” I ask, almost 
snarling. 


Kip’s hands are up in surrender. “Okay, okay, none of my 
business, boss, I get it. Yes, I want the job and thank you!” 
he says, a slither of his sarcasm still lingering in his voice as 
I remind myself this is the guy who’s giving me the day with 
Sophie. 


More than a day, every day from now on if I have my way. 


I sigh an apology. “Kip, It’s been a long day. I appreciate you 
taking this load. Make sure it gets to the yard this 
afternoon.” I manage, giving him a small smile as he fake 
salutes me. 


“Sure thing boss, I know how it gets. I do,” he says, his eyes 
straining to catch more of what’s in my truck, but I relax 
when he shrugs unconsciously and sets about getting back 
to his rig, ready to hook up. 


“TIl leave you with it then, Kip. Any issues call the office,” I 
tell him firmly, calling up to him in his cab and deciding I 
might just want to start taking some time for me for once. 


For us. 
For Sophie and me. 


Hearing myself say it, even in my mind makes me more 
buoyant as I hitch myself up into my own rig, ready to go. 


I’m nowhere near as close to her as I’d like, but having her 
in the cab with me is a start. Our smiles signal the same 
feeling. 


“Don’t forget Rick,” Sophie suddenly chimes, her mouth 
sloping in an awkward expression. 


“The bill,” she adds, noting my own confused look. 


“Sure,” I tell her, feeling proud of her again but not wanting 
to leave her alone in the truck for a second time. Not near 
Kip anyway. 


I fire up the rig and swing back around the front of the 
diner. 


“You need anything else?” I ask Sophie, knowing I have all I 
want for now but needing to know she feels the same too. 


“You seem pretty... organized,” she says coolly, her eyes 
straying to my crotch for a second, making my thickness 
twitch against my jeans, filling it with electricity at a glance. 


I should feel embarrassed, ashamed even. But the smile 
playing on her lips, the look in her eyes makes me want her 
like nothing else all over again. 


I know we’re not supposed to pick up ‘hikers’. But it’s a 
double edged sword. What if she’s the villain? What if she 
has something nasty waiting for me a few miles down the 
road too? 


I dismiss the thought as soon as I have it. 
One look into her clear blue eyes tells me all I need to know. 
She’s in. She wants this as much as I do. 


Neither of us really know where this is going, but 
something tells me both of us are complicit now. We both 
silently agree to explore the full potential of this feeling 
between us. 


Me? I want to take her straight home, but I have to tell 
myself she has family, probably friends who care about her 
too. 


I shoot back into the diner just long enough to hand Rick a 
fifty and drawn by a sense of not wanting her alone and 


wanting her all to myself, I’m back in the rig and we’re on 
the road in seconds. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


S ophie 


It’s weird, but the more distance between us and the diner, 
Thorn and me together, between anyone else, makes me 
feel oh so much better. 


My clothes are still damp, but there’s a part of me that feels 
hotter and wetter than my jeans that has nothing to do with 
the rain, cab temperature or denim. 


There something inside me now, a yearning for him I can’t 
shake. 


A need for him I don’t want to let go of. 


I know I'll be his, and now part of the excitement inside me 
is wondering how it will unfold. 


Wondering and imagining just how he’ll have me in the end. 
I don’t have thoughts like this. Never have. 


Thorn’s looks, his breathing. It all tells me he’s thinking the 
same thing as the truck settles into a definite hum, glued to 
the highway with only the future ahead of us. 


“So?” he asks suddenly, leaning back a little into the 
driver’s seat. 


“Wanna tell me about it? About your day?” 


I feel my smile falling, not wanting to think about 
everything that’s lead me here. Just wanting more of what 
matters. 


What’s good. 


“Pm country,” I hear myself saying. “I thought I had a job 
down here, guaranteed but when I showed up, they said no. 
Even that hotel across the road from the diner, she said 
she’d give me work, a place to stay...” 


I stop myself, shocked at how much I want to tell him all at 
once, but his brow only creases. His eyes on the road and 
his ears all mine. 


“What do you mean?” he asks, glancing at me for a moment 
in the selection of huge rear view mirrors. 


“Country, or my story?” I ask him, wanting to move my legs 
apart, hoping for something I don’t even understand yet but 
feeling better for it once I do. 


He catches another glimpse of me, and flushed, he pulls at 
his shirt collar. 


“Your story,” he says with certainty. “What happened 
today?” 


Country? I ask myself, feeling like I need to think before I 
speak. 


Thorn’s asking because he cares, and I tell him because I 
want him to know. 


I relay the days’ events and fill him in a little on my farm life 
background. Country girl tries for big city life and fails is 


the gist of the story. 


“Hardly the big smoke,” Thorn observes, noting the forest 
lined highway, smiling to himself. 


“Big enough,” I let him know. “The town. The hotel...” I trail 
off. “I thought people would be more honest, that’s all,” I 
muse softly. 


“Tt’s all fields and sky where I’m from. The forests, the 
towns down here,” I explain to him. “It’s big enough for me, 
especially after today.” 


He growls low, disappointed again, but I know it’s not me. 


“Not everyone is out to screw you,” he says, almost under 
his breath. 


Both of us look up into the mirror and I can’t help but grin 
to myself. 


He opens his mouth to correct himself, but I won’t let him. I 
know what he means. 


“Tell me about Thorn,” I ask, interrupting his train of 
thought. “Tell me you don’t pick up just anyone. Tell me 
what it’s like on the road.” 


He looks at me sidelong, smiling to himself again. “I started 
like Kip back there,” he says, jutting his chiseled jaw to one 
side. 


“I was a bit of a drifter in my youth.” 


“How old?” I ask, not meaning the way it comes out. Thorn’s 
brow darkens. 


“I'm forty, this year,” he says looking straight ahead. “I paid 
off one truck, then two, kept building it up and now it's 
Thorn Mill and Transport,” he says, finishing with a grin of 
satisfaction. 


“Anything else?” he asks before he breaks out into a wide 
grin again, his eyes traveling down to my body briefly 
before they focus on the road ahead again. 


I’m impressed, mostly because he’s not spouting off to show 
off his achievement. He’s just telling me how it is. 
Answering my questions. 


I want to ask him about how he nearly kissed me. 
Want to get back to that before it gets lost. 


I wait for moments in the silence between us, but the more 
time that passes, the more miles on the road, it’s almost as 
though it never happened. 


“Where you headed?” he asks finally, reading my thoughts 
again, a twinkle in his eye leaving it wide open. 


I sigh, and instead of looking out the window, I look right at 
him. “I want you, Thorn... I mean- I want to go where you 
go,” I sammer, blushing ruby red as my mouth betrays me. 


“You still wanna kiss my hand better?” he asks, and I feel 
my heart race again, my hand reaching out for his without 
thinking. 


I can’t ask myself what I’m doing anymore. 
I know what I want, and so does Thorn. 


He seems shocked my hand’s out so fast but his is in mine 
before I know it, and I don’t just kiss it, I hug his huge hand 
to my face. 


I press the back of his hand against my cheek, gripping his 
huge fingers in mine and squeezing them with a tenderness 
that I only hope he can understand. 


The slowing of the truck makes me look up. 


Thorn’s shaking his head slightly. 


“Just tell me you want this,” he growls, and I hear myself 
gasp as I clutch his warm hand closer, pulling it down 
towards my chest. 


“Thorn,” I whimper, saying his name as if it’ll be enough. 
But I need more. 


We both do. 


As soon as he finds a rest stop, he pulls in and seconds after 
shutting the truck off, we’re both out of our seat and into 
each other’s arms. 


Before the diner, before meeting Thorn today my whole life 
felt like it was a shipwreck. 


Now, in his arms finally, I’ve found the shore. 


“Thorn?” I gasp again, but he won’t let either of us speak 
any more. 


Words are useless now. 


His hot mouth pressing over mine tells me everything in an 
instant. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


l horn 


The cabin has a section in the back, a bunk, fridge and 
television. A space I’ve never been more thankful for until 
now. 


The height of my rig, the tinted windows, the locked doors, 
it gives us the privacy I know Sophie deserves, but the 
comforts of the cabin become a blur once she’s in my arms. 


Finally. 


She moans so long, loud and deep that I almost worry she’s 
finished before I’ve even started on her, giving her 
everything I know she deserves. 


Then I notice half of what I’m hearing is my own sounds. 


Deep, low sounds that mix with hers as I feel us both falling 
backwards into the low bed in the rig’s cabin behind us. 


I’m no kisser, or so I thought. But something in Sophie 
makes me want to kiss her harder, deeper than I ever 
thought possible. 


I want to eat her up, literally. 


“Tell me,” I demand. “Tell me you want this. Tell me you'll 
be mine.” 


Her whimpers punch the space between her trying to catch 
her breath, both of us panting like beasts in each other’s 
arms. 


“T want it... I want you, Thorn... I’m yours,” she tells me, her 
chest heaving against mine, and I feel the veil of all of our 
doubts finally pierced. 


“T thought I was dreaming... I thought...” I stammer. But it’s 
useless trying to say it with words. 


Sophie’s shy, I get that. But right now, her need for me, our 
need for each other is bigger than any inhibition. 


I realize something too. At my age, not being with a girl for 
what must be her whole lifetime, I’m just as nervous but 
excited as she is. 


I tug at her denims, my huge fingers feeling like tree trunks 
as I try and loosen her buttons. 


Her nimble fingers trace the outline of my own arousal, 
hard and insistent for her. Her purring smile slowing me 
down, telling me we have time. 


“I want you, Sophie,” I tell her, freeing her buttons and 
groaning as she lifts her hips in reply, letting me slip her 
denims off and her shoes with them. 


Gnawing her lip before her eyes roll back for a moment as I 
shift her legs apart, she seems to resolve something in her 
own mind and within another moment, her blouse is off. 


One of my hands pulls her closer to me while the other 
struggles to take in as much of her as I can, passing it over 


her whole body while her feet find their way over my 
shoulders. 


It’s a finger trembling with excitement that pulls her 
sodden panties to one side, making us both gasp. 


For me, it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve seen and for her, 
it’s the touch I know she’s been craving for so long. 


With both hands running up the inside of her thick, creamy 
thighs, I marvel at the smoothness of her skin and welcome 
both her hands on my head as she pulls me down towards 
her glistening mound. 


“You’re just perfect,” I hear myself telling her. 


Her hands scrunching my hair, her moan of ecstasy as I 
press my whole mouth over her, taking in her sweetness is 
enough to make me question if this is even possible. 


My dick’s twitching in my own jeans and I moan low and 
hard, focusing on Sophie, not my own needs for now. If I 
don’t concentrate on pleasing her, I’ll explode myself. 


Teasing her stiffened clit from its shining hood with my 
tongue, I hold her sweet pussy lips open wide and set to 
work delivering her what I hope is as much pleasure for her 
as it is for me. 


In moments, her tightened grip, thrusting hips and growls 
of delight tell me I’m doing just fine. 


One touch, one taste of her and I know I can never let her 
go, that this is how I want to pleasure her every day from 
now on. 


I only want this. 


I only want her. 


Slow and gentle, and sometimes firm and fast. Sophie tells 
me with her body what she wants and how she likes it. 


To my complete satisfaction, she likes all of it. Everything. 
After a while, and I’m surprised I haven’t come in my pasts 
already, I feel her breath quicken. Her body starts to stiffen. 


Her moaning gasps suggest she’s trying to hold on, trying 
to enjoy this for a little while longer, but I growl right into 
her twitching hole. 


The low, deep rumble vibrating through her signals her it's 
time, that I want what’s mine as well as hers. 


She calls my name then swears and grips my head harder 
than ever, I feel her whole body start to shiver as she starts 
to release her pent up climax. 


Both of my hands shift to grab her ass, pulling all of her as 
close as I can to me. Kneading her cheeks open and closed 
in time with her release. 


I savor her sweet essence, groaning with delight as she 
keeps coming; a new and extended pleasure for her now 
with each touch of my mouth onto her body. 


She wants to kiss me, and I her. But I know she’s not done 
here, not yet and it’s some time before her whole climax 
starts to subside. 


I lift myself up, finally feeling she’s spent for now and our 
mouths seek each other out. Knowing she can taste herself 
on me, that she can share what I’ve share with her is the 
best feeling. 


Her hands have moved from my head to my face, gripping 
me firmly and her kiss is like a vault. 


Neither of us wanting to let go. Not now, not ever. 


But there’s something else. 
An edge of hesitation in her still. 


Once she settles some, once either of us can speak after 
such an intense climax, I know she’s got something on her 
mind. 


“T... I’m...” she gasps between breaths, but I know its 
hesitation in her voice. 


“What is it?” I demand, hoping I haven’t done anything 
wrong. 


“Tm a virgin,” she sighs, and I hold her tight. 


Tighter than ever as I kiss her forehead and hope, only 
hope she can feel the love pouring from my heart for her 
right now. 


“Oh, Sophie. That’s just the best news,” I gasp, and kiss her 
deeply again. 


Safe in the knowing I'll be her first. 


Content that she’ll be mine and nobody else’s. 


CHAPTER NINE 


S ophie 


I’ve never been with a man. Never even really touched 
myself. Not like that. 


Certainly not like that. 


What Thorn does, what I never even thought possible, it 
takes everything I have to hold back until it takes me over 
completely. 


His huge hands on my body are so delicate, but firm when 
he senses they have to be and I know I’m not just his for 
now, but Il still be pushing hard to have some more of this 
as often as I can, that’s for sure. 


But me being a virgin. I thought it would bother him, like it 
was a bad thing to be inexperienced. 


Thorn couldn’t be happier, and my hands tracing down his 
hard body, feeling his chest and abs through his shirt, all 
the way to his thick, stiff cock make me realize something 
else. 


He’ll want his release too. He’ll want sex. All men do, right? 


But I’m shocked when he tells me it’s the best news, when 
he tells me that’s just what he wanted to hear. 


“Just tell me this is what you want,” he demands again, and 
my head nods in agreement, but I know he’s thinking 
beyond the moment. 


“T want you, Sophie,” he growls. “I will claim you, but not 
here. Not in my truck.” 


“I don’t mind!” I hear myself saying quickly, not wanting to 
lose the magic of the moment or Thorn’s desire for me a 
minute longer. 


But he’s made up his mind. 


“No. Not here, but by god, how you make me hard Sophie. I 
want to fuck you until you come on my cock and then for 
another whole day after that. D’ya hear me?” he growls. 


I twist and writhe against him as we kiss again, really not 
minding if he wants to go all the way. I’ve had a taste of 
what Thorn can deliver and I only know that I’m hooked. 


“Can you wait?” he asks me, and I feel my face becoming a 
question, my hands sliding down again to meet his thick 
hardness. 


“Can you?” I ask, purring as I feel the heat from him 
through the denim, dwarfing my hands as I try and get a 
grip on him through his clothes. 


I recognize my own voice, but it feels like someone else is 
speaking. 


The new me, the one where everything works out for a 
change and I finally get the end result that I not only want, 
but one that makes my whole life better. 


In one word: Thorn. 


“T’ve waited my whole life for you, for this,” he tells me. “I 
can wait. I want to claim you properly, make you mine... 
someplace else that’s all.” 


I can understand, him wanting to make things special is 
sweet. 


It’s what makes him a gentleman. 


“It is a nice truck though,” I offer, managing to take it in 
now. It’s so new, so clean inside. I never knew the inside of 
trucks could be so nice. 


Or maybe it’s just his company. Having him so close to me. 
Feeling the way he’s made me feel. 


Thorn opens his mouth to say something, but then thinks 
better of it. 


He kisses me again instead, and after he kicks his boots off 
we lay for a while on the low bunk. He pulls the coverlet 
over us both and I close my eyes, snuggling up against his 
warmth to the sound of the rain that’s started to fall on the 
rig. 


“What?” I ask him, hearing his muffled laughter to himself 
with my face against his chest. 


“It is a nice truck,” he agrees, and pecks the top of my head 
with a kiss. 


“Tell me we don’t have to go anywhere,” I ask him, sitting 
up just enough to put my face in front of his. 


“Tell me we can just lay like this for a while.” 


“We can,” he promises me. “And we will, if that’s what you 
want,” he says softly. 


“I was supposed to be taking you home though, someplace 
safe,” he adds, and I can’t help but feel a little stab of guilt 


about my dad, thinking about what happens next. 


But I do just want to lay and enjoy this right now, so I force 
the thought to the back of my mind, relieved when Thorn 
doesn’t pursue it, only nuzzling me with his chin and pulling 
me tighter against him. 


I can’t help thinking that everything has led me to this 
moment, but if I could have just one more thing it would be 


my luggage. 
I have literally no dry clothes to change into. 


“We'll figure something out,” Thorn tells me, reading my 
mind. 


I’m not sure if he means just my clothes, or my whole life in 
general from now on. 


I’d love a fresh change of clothes, but I’d forgo clothes 
forever if it meant staying with him. 


Just like this, right now in his truck. I could handle that 
forever. 


I know he’s wide awake, I can hear and feel his heart 
against my face. Me? I feel like I could sleep for a year and 
after fighting it for as long as I can, I slip into a deep sleep 
in Thorn’s arms. 


I dream of a big house, right in the middle of a forest of tall 
trees. The sun’s shining and Thorn’s waving over to me, but 
there’s someone else with me. 


A little person. 


It all feels so much like real life I can’t even pretend I’m 
dreaming. It’s a snapshot of my dream life with Thorn. 


A single moment, a feeling. 


When I wake up, it’s only because I can’t feel him next to 
me. I can’t feel his warmth, even though the cab of the 
truck is plenty warm. 


A little too warm. 


CHAPTER TEN 


| horn 


I’ve been caught in the rain enough, worked outside long 
enough to work out how to get stuff dry in a pinch. 


The truck’s heating is second to none, and in no time at all 
really, I’ve rigged Sophie’s clothes to dry in front of the 
heating as I get us closer to where I want her, but I’m still 
not entirely convinced she’d just up and leave all her 
responsibilities like this. 


I mean, where’s her bag? I haven’t even seen a purse. Don’t 
all girls have a purse? Something? 


I feel my hands gripping the wheel extra hard, turning it 
over in my mind as I scan the interior mirror for a second 
time, making sure I can take some more of her perfect 
shape lying there as she sleeps. 


I don’t know if you’re in any real trouble, Sophie, but I’m 
here now. Whatever it is, we’ll work it out. 


Try as I might, the sound and motion of us moving at speed 
down the highway again wakes her eventually and my hand 


absently goes to her drying jeans, satisfied I’ve managed to 
get her clothes dry. 


“Hey sleepyhead,” I smile at her as she sits up, looking 
panicked for a split second, then her dreamy look returns 
and she slumps back a little. 


“Hi... I thought... I don’t know what I thought,” she groans, 
laughing to herself. 


“I dried your clothes, but you can scoot up here in that 
blanket anytime you want,” I tell her, trying not to sound 
like I need her closer more than ever, and probably failing. 


“What time is it?” she asks, noticing the darkness outside 
before spying the digital readout on the huge dashboard. 


“Oh wow,” she murmurs. 


“You probably needed it, like your lunch,” I tell her, 
sounding like an old woman again, but I really am 
concerned. 


Give her time, Thorn. She'll tell you what’s what when she 
feels like it. 


I struggle not to ogle her as she makes her way into the 
front passenger seat, wrapped in her blanket and buckling 
herself in. 


“No,” I say firmly, and she looks at me, slightly worried until 
I lean over, lifting the blanket from her chest so I can see 
more of her as I drive. 


“That’s better,” I tell her, and figure it’s safe to turn down 
the heat. Her clothes are dry and I know I’ve got plenty to 
keep me warm just from looking at her. 


“T like to look at you,” I tell her shamelessly. “You’re so 
beautiful.” 


She blushes and looks away. 


“Well. You are!” I tell her again, and she mutters something 
about me speaking for myself, but I have to focus. 


Maybe having her naked under a blanket when I’m driving 
isn’t such a good idea. 


“Ummmm,” she says after a few minutes. I raise my brows 
in question. 


“The truck doesn’t have a bathroom, does it?” she asks 
shyly and I quickly check my location on the GPS. 


“Uh, no it doesn’t but we can make a stop in around ten 
minutes, if you can wait?” I ask, sympathetic to the need. 
But having no idea really, for me, a stop and a tree is usually 
good enough. 


“I can handle that,” she smiles, and I feel relieved then 
another familiar feeling as her hand strays out, reaching for 
mine which goes to her like a magnet 


Two sides of something drawn together, no matter what. 


“There’s a road house up ahead,” I tell her. “We can grab a 
bite, I think it even has showers,” I offer but feel the same 
way when she screws her nose up. 


“Gross,” she winces. 


“Ha ha, okay then, maybe once we... Sophie? Where are we 
going with this? Where do you want to go?” I hear myself 
asking her. 


I don’t want to assume I can just take her home and have 
my way with her. I want the Sophie story and I want the 
truth about what she wants, what she needs right now. 


She has me that goes without saying. But I’m missing a lot 
of details so far. 


“Fill me in,” I tell her and she pulls her knees up to her 
chest, sighing. 


“Like I said, I came down thinking I had a job, which hasn’t 
worked out. Now... I mean, I called my dad, but I told him I 
had a job at a logging company,” she says, her voice getting 
higher at the end as she looks to me for support. 


I join some dots in my mind, and can’t help but chuckle out 
loud. “And what did your dad say?” I ask her, feeling bad 
when her look darkens. 


“T don’t think he bought it,” she says. “We had a fight when 
I left. I told him I was never going back.” 


“I see,” I breathe out, glad to know a little more. “Well! 
You’re hired!” I exclaim, but notice she’s still looking down, 
only creasing a smile in reply but then again that could be 
the bathroom issue. 


“Six minutes,” I remind her. “To the stop, can you?” 


She nods still halfsmiling and unhooking her hands, she 
unbuckles herself, pecking my cheek as she goes back into 
the sleeper to change after holding her clothes to her face, 
testing them for dryness. 


“Thank you,” she says, her lower lip trembling some and 
making me wish I wasn’t driving so I could hold her. 


It’s hard for me, but I manage to keep my eyes front, most 
of the time while she gets dressed again. 


It’s a confined space still and I’m grateful that she’s 
overcome some of her natural shyness with me. It gives me 
another view of her curves, that chest, those hips and I gulp 
loudly once I see her shimmying into her jeans. 


And that ass, so help me. 


My mouth’s dry and I feel brittle, like I could break. All the 
strength in me is pounding from my chest down to my 
aching hard on. Aching at the sight of her, aching at the 
thought of her and me, together. 


The distant red glow of the roadhouse shifts my attention, 
as we roll into what’s maybe the last stop before I head for 
home. 


Our home. 


Hopefully. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


S ophie 


I’m grateful for Thorn stopping, but by the time I see the 
glowing lights inside that spell ‘ladies’, I practically leap 
from the truck as soon as it stops. 


Thorn tries to keep up, but there’s no catching a girl when 
she needs to pee. Not this one anyway. 


We’ve moved further from the city, but this is still nowhere 
near ‘country’ that I’m used to. Judging by the cars and 
bikes in the lot, the people’s faces I see once I trot inside 
out of the rain, I can see that one side of the roadhouse also 
doubles as a bar and hangout for locals. 


Racing for the ladies, I do what I need to, then hear a 
commotion form outside the otherwise empty restroom. 


I’m almost frightened to go back out, until I hear Thorn’s 
growling voice. 


“Just wait a minute. Then you can go inside,” he’s snarling. 


I roll my eyes, and opening the door, I see a small line of 
girls, and a couple of their angry men who aren’t happy 


that a man the size of Thorn has suddenly decided to block 
the entrance to the ladies restroom. 


“You done?” he asks, drawing me close as soon as I open 
the door. I nod my head and we both move to one side. 


“What was all that about?” I ask Thorn, but there’s one guy 
who’s not happy somebody made his lady wait. 


He’s even less happy once his lady speaks up too. 


“Oh, I don’t mind waiting,” she says, looking Thorn up and 
down, pausing at his crotch on her second pass. 


I feel my own back go up, but her man’s in Thorn’s face 
before anyone else can speak. 


“The fuck, man. Who D’ya think you are? Fucking truckers 
think you own the damned place like ya think ya own the 
damned roads?” 


He’s big, but nowhere near Thorn big, and by the time he’s 
close enough to try and make his point he realizes his 
mistake. 


The whole place gets quiet real quick, with only Thorn’s 
growl audible over my own heart which has frozen in my 
throat. 


Thorn looks down at the man, whose girl is still looking at 
Thorn in a way I just don’t like. 


It feels like something bad is gonna go down, and I shut my 
eyes, not wanting to even think about what might happen. 


But Thorn’s got his priorities straight. 


“You can use the ladies now, if you need to,” he growls at 
the guy, drawing a roar of laughter from the crowd 


gathered in a semi-circle, waiting for some action that I just 
know Thorn isn’t about to lower himself to but will if he has 
to. 


For my sake. 


I open my eyes again. Thorn’s eyes are fixed on the other 
guy, who’s tense and made a couple of fists but Thorn isn’t 
flinching. He’s like a rock. 


His sheer size, and now the backing of the small but 
growing crowd, diffuse the situation pretty much before it’s 
even Started. 


“You can guard the bathroom for me anytime,” the man’s 
girlfriend coos, reaching a hand up for him but Thorn only 
shifts his eyes to mine, ignoring her completely as he turns 
to me. 


She’s everything I thought men wanted. Taller than me, and 
chesty still. But thin. A waist like a doll and a painted face 
that I’m not sure how anyone could like looking at. 


To me she looks fake, and even though she has good taste 
when it comes to Thorn, I don’t want her anywhere near 
him. 

Fortunately, he doesn’t have any interest in her either, nor 
anyone else in the whole building. 


When I’m with Thorn I know his attention is a hundred 
percent on me. 


I feel like he really is a king and I could be, if I let myself 
believe it... his queen. 


“I was just watching the door for you, making sure you 
weren’t disturbed,” he whispers hoarsely into my ear, and I 
feel myself melt again. 


He sure has a strange way of showing it, but when I think 
about it, I wouldn’t want Thorn to be looking out for me in 
any other way. 


He’s big, brash and bold, and so is his... 

Love? 

Is it that? 

It’s too early to even think that, let alone say it...? 
But not to myself. 


I know I love Thorn. It’s been less than a day but would love 
really keep a longer schedule for anything so intense and 
worthwhile? Don’t think so. 


And one steely look from him tells me his protection isn’t 
just for show. He couldn’t care less what any of these people 
think of him, he’s just looking out for his girl while she uses 
the bathroom. 


End of story. 


“Shall we go, or did you want something to eat?” He asks 
me, leading me away from the crowd, who’ve lost interest 
because there’s no fight, but have found their target in the 
guy who wanted to challenge Thorn, who only directed him 
to use the ladies room. 


“We're almost home,” he adds. “But...” he trails off. 


I’m at his arm in a second, looking up at him. “But what?” I 
ask earnestly. 


I’m tugging him towards the exit. There’s nothing in this 
place I want except him, and the thought of the words 
Thorn and Home in the same sentence in my mind is almost 
too much. 


“Pm just still not sure if I’m taking you someplace else... 
where you should be... or taking you home with me, where I 
want you,” he finally says. 


“Wherever I am with you, Thorn,” I tell him. “I am home, so 
take me home.” 


He stops us both only long enough to kiss me in the 
doorway of the roadhouse, rousing a few cheers from the 
company inside I’m actually glad we don’t have to keep. 


I don’t feel like being near anyone right now. 
I really do just want Thorn and me. 


My dad pops up in my mind on the way back to the truck, 
but I figure at same point in my life I’m gonna have to make 
a stand. 


I’m gonna have to make it on my own somehow, my own life 
and I just know that no matter what, only Thorn can help 
me do that. All I have to do is just tell him so. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


l horn 


I’ve never fought so hard on two fronts. 


To not knock somebody’s teeth out, but also not to claim 
Sophie there and then. 


When she slipped out of the truck before I'd even finished 
parking, I got concerned but figured she really had to go, so 
I set to work doing what any man would do, making sure his 
girl has some privacy. 


What I didn’t count on was every female and their man in 
the place wanting to ruin that privacy, so I held my ground. 


I can’t really blame them. It’s a little hypocritical but if 
Sophie was outside, wanting in? I’d be the first to demand 
anyone else let her through to use the restrooms as well. 


But she wasn’t on the other side. She was in there and I 
had to stand guard, giving her the privacy she needed until 
she was done. 


Mr. Know it all and his Malibu Barbie girlfriend had to get 
all up in my shit about it, but I wasn’t budging. 


Once Sophie came out and it was clear she didn’t want 
anything else, we could leave. 


I’ve never felt so cut and dry, but with Sophie on my arm it’s 
like she’s the only thing in the world that matters. Everyone 
else can just wait. 


And once she tells me that home for me is home to her too, 
well. I just about kiss the lips off her right there and then. 


It’s music to my ears and seals both our fates in my mind. 


She’s coming home with me and I'll claim her as my own. 
Then she can see just how much I’ve longed for her... the 
one. 


My only. 


“Tt’s not far,” I tell her once we’re back in the truck, and I 
notice how much I have to calm myself, focus on the road 
and driving when all I want is her. 


Nothing but Sophie from now on. 


It’s the longest stretch of road, and I make the mental note 
not to stop again at that roadhouse unless I really have to. 


I also decide that maybe Ill be doing less driving from now 
on and maybe more focusing on what means most. 


I do have a new employee, after all... I tell myself, glancing 
over at Sophie and feeling warmed by her smile, we don’t 
even think it strange when our hands reach out for each 
other anymore. 


“How soon can you start?” I ask her, squeezing her fingers, 
not wanting to even hide my mischievous mood once we’re 
clear of the roadhouse. 


I will have her, but I want her to enjoy herself too, nothing 
in stone about not having any fun along the way. 


“My new job?” she muses, pretending to look up and away, 
deep in thought. “I dunno. I thought maybe I could have the 
rest of the day off.. start tomorrow, or the next day,” she 
adds, flashing her own grin which makes me growl with 
anticipation. 


“How far is it?” she asks with equal excitement. 


“Not close enough,” I murmur to myself. But then add, “not 
far,” with a cheerful smile for her benefit, which quickly 
turns to a longing groan. 


Her purring, cooing sounds as she breaths in and writhes in 
her seat, reaching for her blanket again are almost as much 
as I can stand. 


I wonder to myself just how hard I can be, and for how long. 
I’ve felt like my dick’s about to break since meeting her but 
still only imagine what I want to do to her with it. 


I remind myself to hold everything as long as I can. To give 
her what she needs first and then concentrate on filling her 
up with our kids. 


Our future life together. 


The rest of the way home is automatic but I’m determined 
to keep my eyes front and my wits focused on the road 
ahead. But it won’t stop my mind from wandering a little. 


I can’t wait to show Sophie around. To show her more than 
the physical pleasure I have in mind for her body as well as 
her peace of mind from now on. 


The turn off from the highway and up the private road 
never looked so welcoming, even in the dark. 


It’s a wide, graveled drive that arcs around the front of the 
house in a full semi-circle. Big enough for the rigs I drive or 
for anything else. 


The beams of light from the truck on the house make 
Sophie gasp again. 


“This is really it?” she asks me with a tone of disbelief. 


“Yeah, this is home,” I tell her, reminding myself how lucky I 
am. How glad I’m that I’ve got someone to share it with 
from now on. 


The double story building started as a log cabin, a sort of 
hobby when I started carting so much lumber all those 
years ago. 


It’s since grown to something more than that. A place I feel 
comfortable as well as safe. Lots of wood, lots of brick now 
as well. 


When the money came in, so did the builders and on the 
advice of my accountant, I put money into the surrounding 
land as well as the buildings. 


Sheds, trucks and of course, the mill. 
But there was always the house. 


But all of that, all those years of work and sleepless nights 
hauling tonnage of lumber across the country... It all makes 
sense when I see the glowing light reflected in Sophie’s 
wide eyes as she looks at the place. 


The place I instantly have a name for in my mind. 
Sophie’s place. 


“Oh... My... god...” she says to herself, her head shaking a 
little but her smile telling me she likes it already. 


The dark woods that hug the place don’t look scary or out of 
place. They look like the blanket of sleep I so often looked 
forward to when I came home after a long trip or even just 
after a long day. 


Today they look like the backdrop to the greatest day of my 
life. The dark suddenly filled by Sophie’s light. 


Like the missing part of the puzzle returning to its proper 
place. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


S ophie 


Like the dream I had with Thorn, seeing his house triggers 
something in me that literally makes me gasp. It’s like I 
really have come home, but I don’t want to presume too 
much even though I can tell he’s feeling as excited as I am, 
and in more ways than one. 


“C’mon,” he says eagerly, holding his hand out as he opens 
the passenger side and lifts me down from the truck as if I 
weigh nothing. 


“Let’s get inside, out of the cold and rain. I’ll show you 
around.” 


I wait for him to put me down, plant me on the ground so I 
can walk with him but it’s pretty clear he wants to carry me. 


And I don’t mind at all. 


Sinking into his huge chest, feeling his torso flexing hard 
against my body as he takes long, proud strides up the 
sandstone steps, I really do feel like I’m home as he pushes 
the door open with his boot after unlocking it. 


“T can skip the tour,” I tell him, feeling something welling up 
inside me that’s more powerful than even what he drew out 
of me not so long ago. 


“That’s my girl,” he moans into my ear and kisses me, 
kicking the door shut and taking strong steps towards his 
room off the main entrance. 


“T mean it Thorn,” I tell him, noting the rising urgency in my 
voice. 


I know I want to give myself to him more than ever, and 
right now. His grip on me replies his understanding and I 
only wish he’d hold me tighter on the way to the bed, our 
bed. 


Which he does. 
Thorn’s bed, like himself is huge. 


A classic four poster which I just know from looking at it is 
hand made from lumber he’s grown and cut himself. 


The whole place, but especially his room speaks of someone 
who loves nature and takes pride in the very best of 
everything it has to offer, and I make no secret of my 
offering to him. 


“T mean it Thorn,” I remind him, almost whimpering by now. 


His lips press hard against mine as he eases me onto the 
firm mattress, and I can’t help but open my legs and not 
wanting to unhook my arms from his neck, I pull him on top 
of me. 


“Now,” I plead with him, my hands reaching for his pants to 
unbutton them. 


“Oh, it’s on,” he assures me, taking both my hands and 
running them across the thick hardness in his jeans before 


he takes them up to his own lips. 


I shiver a deep breath, watching his eyes dance over my 
chest as it heaves, craving his touch. Then as it travels all 
down my body, which fills with an ache I know he’s going to 
relieve me of directly. 


“We’re gonna have to get you some more clothes,” he says. 


“Because I’m gonna tear these off you and claim you as my 
own, Sophie, I want you so bad. I need you now,” he 
murmurs. 


His thick fingers grip me and I swoon in his grasp, trying to 
help him undress me but I’m shaking so hard, so close to 
another one of those climaxes he brought on in his rig. I let 
myself go, completely at his mercy. 


At his command as his firm hands start to work their magic 
again. 


I feel the chill on my nakedness as he slowly strips me, but 
it’s replaced with the heat inside me and his warmth 
against me straight away. 


In seconds he’s undone his jeans and slipped them off along 
with his boots the second time today for me. I work 
frantically at his shirt to loosen his buttons but he tears it 
open, clawing off the fabric like an animal so I can finally 
see his whole beautiful body for myself. 


Thorn’s big. Everywhere. 


I gasp at his size, reaching out for his length with both 
hands, making him groan once my fingers curl around him. 


His knees push my legs gently further apart and I watch his 
eyes widen as he sees what he’s waited so long for again. 


Opening his mouth to speak, I know what he wants to say 
but I can’t help but tell him first. 


“T want to give you this, Thorn,” I gasp, taking one of his 
hands and pressing it over my mound. 


“Mine,” he groans softly, and I smile dreamily. 


“T’m yours, fill me with everything you have,” I whimper and 
his low growl of approval makes me shudder, along with the 
sensation of his whole body leaning over mine. 


My hands circle the thick, round tip of his cock, teasing 
myself with it around my twitching hole, but also priming 
myself for the girth of it I’m about to take for the very first 
time in my whole life. 


Thorn’s huge arms are on either side of me, holding himself 
up and I trace the outline of each of his muscles as he 
slowly, gently, but firmly guides his manhood into me. 


I gasp and we both groan with intense pleasure. My hands 
end up behind his neck pulling his whole weight down onto 
me as he finally fills me all the way with his hardness, which 
I automatically start to grind and buck against. 


If his tongue skills were out of this world, this is sending me 
into orbit. 


I close my eyes, leaning back to take in the magic of his 
taught body as it moves smoothly against my softness. 


Thorn’s a perfect fit, and after he swears at how tight I am, 
I can feel him smiling to himself as he comments how well 
we fit together. 


His thick, muscular thighs pound against mine, and once he 
feels how much of him I can take and just how hard I like it, 
he shifts both his hands under my ass and squeezes me 
hard with each stroke. 


My legs wrap around as much of him as I can reach, and his 
deep growls and groans, grunts and heaves of satisfaction 
tell me he’s as pleased as I am. 


I open my eyes and see his are fixed on mine, he’s giving me 
his whole body, mind and soul and it makes me shiver as he 
discovers a new and special spot deep inside me. 


The life of pent up emotions, worries, fears and doubts feels 
like it’s being wiped out of me with each of Thorn’s strokes. 


Once we lock eyes I can feel a new level of connection that’s 
way beyond the physical, although Thorn’s efforts in that 
department are fast making my approaching climax more 
noticeable as my breath quickens and my whole body starts 
to tense up. 


I feel my head starting to bop up and down, nodding and 
gasping with each thrust, trying to tell him I’m going to 
come and I want him to as well. 


Thorn can feel how close I am, and in a swift movement he 
has me up off the bed, his arms and hands holding me up 
from behind as he tucks his legs under himself and 
quickens his pace until I scream out his name. 


I feel his warmth inside me, his hardness pulsing deep in 
me as I release each wave of my own essence onto his thick 
Shaft. 


Thorn’s low animal sound is almost a howl in my ears as we 
both shiver together, the perfect tangled mess of two souls 
bound together from now on. 


I feel something else though, something bigger than both of 
us after a few minutes, and as Thorn holds me I look into his 
eyes, which he raises in understanding. 


We lay in total silence, not even needing to speak a word. 


I’m his now, he’s mine. 


And something shared between both of us has just made 
the two of us maybe three. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


l horn 


She starts to ask me, she wants to know if it’s possible to 
get pregnant the first time. But I put my finger to her lips 
before I kiss them, sealing them. 


“Let’s wait and find out,” I tell her, knowing we both feel it 
but I don’t want to jinx it. 


“Today’s been so perfect, Sophie,” I tell her. “Let’s just wait 
and see,” I tell her again, and make sure to hold her closer 
than ever as I tell her the only thing that matters now. 


“T love you, Sophie. It’s been one day, but my whole life’s led 
up to this day and I’m so happy to have you in it now,” I tell 
her, surprised by the emotion in my voice. 


Not wanting to sound so emotional, but I can’t help it. 
It’s true. 
I love her. I loved her the moment I laid eyes on her. 


I’m not telling her to hear it back, but when she tells me she 
loves me too... how she tells me. I just know everything’s 


gonna work out. 
Between us anyway. 


The niggling thought of the angry farmer whose daughter 
I’ve just deflowered circles my mind, but only for a split 
second. 


I can give Sophie any life she wants, whatever she chooses. 
As long as it’s with me, I don’t think anything else matters. 
Feeling her kisses as she clenches with me still inside her, 
hugging me so tight I’m impressed by her strength, I say a 
silent prayer of thanks. 


She’s what makes me whole from now on. 
We’re what completes the other. 


Far from being tired or worn out, we’re both wound up and 
after finding her a robe and putting another on myself, I 
offer her the choice between the grand tour or dinner first. 


“Dinner?” she asks. “Are you trying to fatten me up? I’m still 
full from lunch,” she says, running her hand across her 
belly, looking shy for a moment. 


My own belly rumbles in reply. “Uhh no,” I tell her, matter 
of fact. “I need to eat, Sophie, and I like to eat. C’mon, let’s 
eat and then I can show you around.” 


Sophie pouts a little, until I pull her close and ask her 
what’s wrong. 


“You sure you don’t prefer those skinny girls? Like the one 
at the roadhouse that had her eyes all over you?” she asks. 


I think she’s kidding, but there’s a sadness in her eyes I 
don’t want to see ever again. 


“Hey,” I tell her softly but firmly. “I don’t even remember 
those people. I was thinking about you the whole time and I 


still am,” I tell her truthfully, hoping she knows how much I 
mean it. 


She looks a little happier. 


“I mean it Sophie, I love you and I’m keeping you for my 
own from now on okay? So no more silly talk about other 
women, men or about skipping meals. Okay?” 


I feel better that’s out of the way and once she hooks her 
fingers in mine, I lead her past the staircase and down the 
hall into the kitchen, which looks over the woods out back 
but tonight it’s a curtain of black, reflecting us both in the 
huge floor to ceiling windows. 


“Tt’s so quiet out here. It reminds me of the farm,” she says, 
and I make a face not thinking a farm would be very quiet 
at all. 


Unhooking a skillet from the rack, I hit the lights for the 
back and the whole yard running to the edge of the woods 
is flooded with light. 


A deer and her fawn are nibbling some grass, a little 
startled by the lights but they come up from the woods 
often enough to know it’s safe enough. 


Sophie gasps, and pawing at the glass whispers how cute 
they look. 


“It’s just beautiful,” she says softly, noticing the path leading 
to the woods beyond. The subtle features of the simple 
garden I try and keep looking as natural as possible. 


“It sure is,” I tell myself, looking her up and down again, 
ignoring the view I’ve seen a thousand times and feeling the 
stirrings of passion for her all over again. 


I let out another low growl, making her smile then blush as 
she notices my robe bulging at the front. 


“T can’t help it,” I tell her. “See what you do to me?” 


Her laughter echoes off the slate and polished wood in the 
kitchen and fills the house. 


It’s an uplifting sound, and even if she only chuckles softly, it 
makes my whole heart sing to know she’s happy. 


Home and happy. 


Sitting opposite the grill that’s built into the island counter 
top in the center of the kitchen, she cranes her neck to see 
what’s in my fridge over my shoulder as I pull out a couple 
of thick steaks and a bowl of potato salad. 


She lets out another gasp once she spies the huge pie 
resting on the top shelf, which I baked yesterday. 


“Don’t tell me you bake as well?” she asks, looking amazed 
as I shrug. 


“T don’t call it baking,” I tell her, trying to keep my voice 
low. 


“Making food. Nothing wrong with that, is there?” I ask her, 
cocking my brow with satisfaction as she shakes her head. 


“No, no there isn’t. I can’t even boil an egg, so if you can 
bake... Err... Make food, then that’s awesome!” she 
exclaims. 


I hold up the two steaks, and she points to the smaller one. 
“To share?” she asks, and I make a face. 


“You can have your own. I need a lot of meat,” I tell her. 
“But if you get stuck I can help out,” I concede. 


Once the skillet’s hot enough I set both steaks sizzling and 
plate up the potato salad, grabbing a couple of bottles of 
mineral water to go with it. 


“How you'd find the ti-” she starts to say, but I’m already on 
her, unable to keep my hands off her and almost lifting her 
off the stool with my grip as I grab her fine ass and pull her 
towards me, kissing her so deep it never feels far enough to 
show her how much she means to me. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


S ophie 


It’s the perfect end to the perfect day, which I struggle to 
remind myself started out as the worst day. 


I’ve felt the pain and fear of being alone, and then had it 
turned on its head in moments. Not just meeting Thorn, 
which would be something in itself. 


I’ve fallen for him and found out he’s right there at the 
bottom waiting for me after having fallen so hard for me 
himself. 


Something I never thought would ever happen in my 
lifetime. 


Two of the best meals I’ve ever had, one of them made by 
Thorn and not to mention, losing my virginity and having 
two of the best... two of the only climaxes I’m pretty sure 
I’ve ever had. 


It doesn’t get any better than this. 


Thorn likes to watch me eat for some reason, he also likes 
to watch my body move when I eat. 


“Not all the way open, just like this,” he says, adjusting my 
robe as he leans over, making me feel like only half my 
chest is spilling out instead of all of it. 


“Whatever floats yer boat,” I tell him, smiling with a raised 
brow, not minding at all because I can see the effect it has 
on him, and it makes me think there’s more than just pie for 
dessert. 


He wasn’t kidding when he said he likes to eat, and he ends 
up helping me finish my steak after all. 


Once the pie comes out, I have to shake my head. 


“It looks great Thorn, it really does but maybe for 
breakfast? I’m stuffed,” I tell him honestly and he shrugs. 


“More for me. You won’t even try a little bite?” he teases 
me, cutting a thin slice and putting it between mine and his 
lips. 


I take some pie and then some of him into my mouth, with 
the taste of Thorn winning out every time. 


“Its divine,” I tell him straight away. “But...” I clutch my 
belly with both hands. “I really do feel too full to eat 
anything else.” 


“We can have it later or tomorrow,” he muses, putting it 
away as I notice the time on the clock on the wall. 


“Later?” I ask him, surprised at how late it already is. 


I feel the familiar and unpleasant stab of my life creeping 
back in. Wondering about my dad, reliving the argument we 
had when I left. How I’ve lied to him about finding work, 
knowing how worried he must be even though I left on 
pretty bad terms. 


“You’ve had a big day,” Thorn observes, reading my 
thoughts some and taking both my hands in his. 


“We don’t have to, but I wanted to show you around still,” 
he says and I readily agree to that, feeling lighter at the 
idea of having him show me around. 


“We can worry about tomorrow when it gets here,” he 
assures me, and it’s like he knows just what to say to make 
me feel better without asking for any details or telling me 
how I should feel or what I should do. 


“So... this is the kitchen,” he says, and I punch his arm 
gently before he wraps it around my shoulders, squeezing 
me close to him as he leads me back down the hallway. 


The lower level of the house is big, and I start to wonder if 
the upper floor is the same once I notice the outstanding 
feature. 


“T know, I know,” he mutters, almost embarrassed. 


“T only use my room, the den and kitchen, bathroom... the 
rest of the place really is...” 


“Empty,” I say, finishing his sentence but smiling about it 
before we both laugh out loud. 


“I didn’t have you pegged as a hoarder,” I tell him, not 
surprised by his Spartan set up, which is mostly heavy, well 
made and practical things like furniture and ornate 
woodwork. 


“I hope you'll help me fill it up, the house I mean,” he says, 
suddenly stopping and turning me to face him. 


“I mean it, Sophie, I love you and I want you to come stay 
with me here. I want this to be our home,” 


I’ve got no objection, but just hearing him say it out loud. 
Hearing him say it with such intensity, knowing he wants 
me to be the one to share his life in this beautiful house, 
these beautiful woods. It’s a lot to take in suddenly. 


“I meant what I said about the job, too,” he adds quickly, 
sensing how emotional I’m getting and changing the 
subject to more practical stuff. 


“You don’t have to work if you don’t want to either. I’ve got 
plenty of money, you can even have your own room or 
rooms. Whatever you want.” 


He stops suddenly, and I can tell it’s from him not wanting 
to sound like he’s pressuring me. But I can also see how 
excited he is, how happy he is at the idea. 


And I am too, it’s just past midnight and I’m full of food. 
Spent from the bedroom too. 


I’m exhausted. Tired. 
Ready for bed. 


Thorn looks wide awake but my farm girl body clock tells 
me I should’ve been asleep an hour ago. But I don’t want to 
spoil this. I want everything Thorn wants and he sense how 
I feel once again, making me squeal out loud as he lifts me 
up, Sweeping me off my feet to carry me back to bed. 


Our bed. 


“T want your room,” I reassure him. “But I don’t want to get 
in the way. I can do plenty of stuff around here, your office... 
but right now,” I try to tell him, but a huge yawn cuts me 
off. 


“I know Sophie, I know. It’s been a long day and I do get 
carried away sometimes... but that’s a yes, right?” he asks, 
beaming. 


I nod, letting him have his way, carrying me to bed and 
telling me how we can talk about everything in the 
morning. 


“Or late morning... or afternoon. We don’t have to be up 
early for anything if you don’t want to. I just want you to 
feel relaxed, at home.” 


He lays me down in bed and pulls the covers up over me, I 
try to say something else, but it’s useless. 


Thorn, plus food and those orgasms is the best sleeping pill 
and before I can even finish reaching up to touch his face, I 
feel my eyes flutter closed. 


“T love you, Sophie,” is the last thing I hear. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


l horn 


The clock on the mantle from the living room sounds like a 
beating hammer, cutting through the quiet of night and 
matching the movement of my mind as it reels from the day. 


I tuck Sophie into bed, our bed now. And kissing her asleep, 
telling her again how much I love her, I can only kneel by 
the bed and watch her. 


I can’t sleep, not now. I don’t know if I’ll ever sleep again. 
She’s the best thing to happen to me and I almost feel like 
waking her up just to tell her how much I love her again, 
but think better of it. 


Baby steps, Thorn, baby steps. 


It reminds me of what Sophie asked me, when we both felt 
more than our shared orgasm. 


The thought of her here with me forever, a baby too. Maybe 
three or four. 


Finally! The house will have the life it’s been built for. 


It’s a dizzying thought, and I can feel myself grinning like a 
maniac looking at Sophie sleeping as her mouth curls up in 
a little smile too. I hope she’s dreaming of me, of us in this 
house. 


Our babies. 


Hours pass, and once the temperature really drops, I adjust 
the thermostat, keeping the room warm. 


There’s a fireplace in every room but I rarely light them. I 
used to, but with nobody here it always felt kinda stupid 
and was a pain in the ass to watch them all the time. 


Central heating does the job and is less effort. Once I’m 
sure Sophie’s asleep and safe in our bed, I make my nightly 
rounds and check the house. 


Not because I fear any danger, or because I worry about 
prowlers or anything like that. I always used to roam the 
place at night, going from room to room and often 
wondering, waiting what it was all for. 


Now I know, so I have new enthusiasm to see each room, to 
imagine if it’s a girl or boy’s room. Having Sophie’s face to 
picture in my mind now, knowing she’ll be the one to fill that 
gap in my life I’ve felt for so long. 


And her dad? The whole life she has someplace else? 


It makes me frown when I think of it, but I know she'll stay, I 
just know it. 


I find my phone, and switch it to silent. Not just so we can 
have a good night’s sleep, but so we’re not disturbed until I 
Say SO. 


Work can wait, the office runs things pretty smoothly when 
I’m not there. One more day or night won’t make any 
difference. 


It’s why I can’t sleep. It’s why I’m so excited. I feel twenty 
years younger. 


Satisfied we’re alone and secure, I head back to bed, eager 
to feel Sophie against me now. 


Careful not to wake her as I undress and get into bed, she 
naturally leans back into me, reaching for me in her sleep. 


I kiss her gently and stroke her hair back. 


This is everything and more than I ever thought it could be 
with anyone else. 


I thought it would be impossible to sleep, but once my 
breathing matches hers, her chest safe under my arms and 
my lips on her neck, I join her in sleep. 


It’s the deepest, most satisfying sleep I’ve ever known. 


The sound of rolling thunder wakes me, and I can see dim 
gray light outside, with plenty of rain hitting the windows. 


I roll onto my back, sighing aloud and thinking about 
trucks, roads, logs and bad weather. Mapping a dozen 
things in my mind for the day before I let my arm fall next 
to me. 


She’s gone. 


Scrunching the sheets up with my fist I sit up, straining to 
hear something. Anything, but only the roar of another 
wave of thunder drowns everything but the worst feeling I 
feel deep inside. 


She couldn’t have left. How’s she gonna leave, drive my 
truck? 


I shake my head, telling myself not to be so paranoid, to 
stop overreacting, when my nose catches the faint smell of 
fresh brewed coffee. 


And then the toasty warmth of reheated cherry pie. 


I feel a mix of relief, happiness and irritation which I try to 
convey, wanting to get out of bed but Sophie won’t have it. 


“I was supposed to bring you breakfast in bed,” I tell her, 
wondering how I could’ve missed her slipping out from 
under me while I slept. 


“Now just you stay there, mister,” she laughs, balancing the 
tray she’s found and I wonder from the look in her eye how 
long she’s been up and what else she’s gotten into. 


“T’ve been earning my keep,” she says, settling the tray 
down beside me when I reach up and pull her head towards 
mine, kissing her hard on the lips. 


“I thought you’d gone,” I murmur. “Like I might’ve dreamed 
everything that happened.” 


Creasing her cheek, and showing me a dimple I never 
noticed before, she rolls her eyes. 


“T flaked last night, but I’m a country girl and we get up 
early when there’s chores.” 


I watch her face fall a little and I know she’s thinking of her 
dad, their farm. 


“So... I got up and tidied up last night’s dishes, had a 
shower and made us some breakfast,” she adds 
triumphantly, and I decide to yield. 


We can talk about more important stuff later. 


“Well, this looks delicious. Did you find everything alright?’ I 
ask her, not quite knowing where she got the tray from. I 


sure as hell don’t remember owning one like it. 


Sophie’s fully dressed and has me at the disadvantage of 
wanting to see her in a lot less while we eat. 


“Going someplace?” I ask her in between bites, noticing she 
looks like she could up and leave any minute. 


But she won't. 


I have to remind myself, recalling the memory of yesterday, 
how she felt and how we both knew this was something that 
was gonna last a hell of a lot longer than one day. 


“Tm just doing what I do every day, don’t mind me,” she 
chimes, leaning in. “I can take it off just as quick as I put it 
on, too,” she assures me with a wink. 


I lift my hand to her chest and squeeze her through her 
blouse, making her gnaw her lip after she gasps. Her thick 
nipple welcoming my thumb and forefingers. 


“Pie for breakfast... and then pie for breakfast,” I demand 
in my best growling voice. 


She shivers with laughter and kisses me. 


“Its always hot and ready for you, Thorn,” she tells me, 
making me forget about coffee. Forget about breakfast and 
swallow what food I have in my hand so quickly so I can put 
my hands on her again. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


S ophie 


Up early? I actually slept late, but Thorn doesn’t seem to 
mind. 


I always get up while it’s still dark. It’s when most chores 
have to be done at home and wherever I am, which is 
usually home. I just find myself getting up and doing 
whatever needs to be done. 


Taking some time to acquaint myself with his house, I find 
the thermostat and make sure it’s warming up nicely. 


I clean up some and set the pie heating in the oven while 
coffee brews, helping myself to one of the bathrooms to 
have a long, hot shower. 


Something I have to admit I wanted yesterday all day, but 
was kind of distracted by Thorn. 


I make a mental note to myself. Getting up early, before 
Thorn is probably a good idea. Once he has me in his sights 
over breakfast, there’s no hope of getting anything done, at 
least for a few more hours. 


Pie for breakfast indeed. 
And I don’t mind a bit. 


It’s true, I have my clothes off in a jiffy when Thorn wants it 
that way, my own need for him is just as hungry as his for 
me right now and I feel the instant cure for the fever he 
gives me once his mouth presses over my pussy as I 
straddle his face as he lays on the bed. 


His huge hands running up over my thighs. Teasing me with 
his fingers and making them work all over, in places I never 
even knew I had let alone places that could make a girl feel 
so good. 


I think he’s going to take me to my happy place, but as soon 
as I start to shiver, he has other plans. 


“Oh no, not yet,” he cautions me, flipping me over onto the 
bed on all fours as he looms up behind me, opening his robe 
and holding his huge thick cock straight out towards me as 
I moan gently, shifting my legs far apart for him. 


“I want to watch that perfect ass of yours from behind as 
you come on my dick,” he says in a low voice, the command 
sending a thick line of moisture running down the inside of 
my leg, which he quickly kneels down to trace all the way 
back up to my mound with his tongue, flicking my clit 
before smacking his lips with satisfaction. 


I’ve always been shy about my body, until now. Thorn’s huge 
size and hands on me look and feel just right and he 
constantly compliments me on how smooth and soft my skin 
is. 


I catch a view of myself in the mirror by the wardrobe, 
which if I was alone would shock me. 


But seeing the effect it’s having on Thorn, who growls low 
as his breath quickens, matching the pounding rod he’s 
holding firm with one hand as he heads straight for my 
quivering hole, it takes everything I have not to gush on the 
spot. 


“Tell me,” he orders. “Tell me what you want.” 


I have to struggle for breathe, clawing at the sheets as I 
feel my knees and legs buckling under me already, the 
thought of what he’s got for me is too much. 


“T want it, Thorn... I want your cock... fuck me like an 
animal Thorn... take me....” 


I grunt and his hands grip hard on either side of my ass as 
he slips his full length deep inside me in one swift 
movement, reaching my G spot and filling me balls deep 
before I can even finish my sentence. 


“Say it,” he growls, and we both find out pretty quickly how 
much we both like hearing a bit of dirty talk. His 
commanding tone, his thick hardness and my potty mouth 
while I slide back onto him, the sound of his rock hard body 
slapping against my ass which he has at his complete 
command. 


It sends us both into overdrive. 


We’re cursing and thrusting like a pair of wild beasts in no 
time, and it’s not soon enough for me. 


The sensation of him inside me from behind does prove too 
much and I feel myself starting to come. I try and clench 
down, try to hold it for him just a little longer, but I can tell 
he feels the same way I do. 


“Come for me, Sophie,” he says through gritted teeth. 
“Come on my fat cock, let me fill you with our babies.” 


“Thorn,” I gasp, then swear loudly as my whole body 
stiffens. His hands pulling me so tight and so close as he fills 
me all the way until we’re both erupting in another intense, 
shared climax that’s even stronger than our first. 


“If you had any doubts, Thorn... That I wasn’t... gonna... 
stay...” I gasp between heavy breaths, filling my lungs so I 
can speak. 


“Take... that... as... a... positive... sign...” I pause. “I’m not 
going anywhere as long as you keep giving it to me like 
that.” I tell him firmly once I get my air back. 


His low groan of satisfaction, mixed with our shared relief 
plus our newfound exhaustion sees us both collapse back 
onto the bed again. 


Under the covers and with him playing big spoon, still 
inside his little spoon, we lay there panting, giggling and 
telling each other just how amazing the other one really is. 


“So you'll stay?” I hear him whisper into my ear, his own 
breath still returning to him. 


I nod without speaking, without having to. I made up my 
mind I was his when I first saw him, everything and 
anything that has to happen to make it permanent, IIl deal 
with it as it comes up. 


Which something tells me will be coming sooner rather 
than later, if my dad’s got anything to do with it. 


Even if I’d got the housekeeping job, which I didn't, he'd be 
coming down to town soon enough, trying to convince me to 
come back to the farm. 


I know he will, but I actually can’t blame him either. 


It’s a lonely, hard life on the land and I know he’d rather 
have me to share it with than nobody at all, even if it meant 


depriving me of a life of my own outside the farm. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


l horn 


My phone is on silent, but after a while I become aware of a 
buzzing sound as it starts to make its way across the 
dresser as Sophie and I are just about to fall back asleep. 


I let it ring. 
Four times. 


Snapping my eyes open, I know TIl have to take it unless I 
want it to ring all day. 


It must be important, I tell myself. 


Nobody who knows me would call four times unless it was 
important. 


Sophie murmurs, half-awake as I get up out of bed just long 
enough to grab my phone. 


It’s warm enough in the house, but outside it looks like a 
nasty day weather-wise and I can only assume something’s 
happened. 


Trucks, logs and wet roads will always be a problem, sooner 
or later. 


The mill is closed for a week while they recondition the 
saws, but there’s enough lumber and logs to haul to last six 
months. 


Mack, the mill manager and my go to guy for anything and 
everything isn’t the excitable kind, so when I see it’s him 
who's been calling, I know it’s serious. 


I don’t know what’s worse, imagining what it could be, or 
deciding to ruin our second perfect day together by calling 
back and finding out exactly what’s wrong. 


Taking a breath as I sit back on the edge of the bed, I feel 
Sophie’s hand on my back. “What is it?” she asks, but the 
tone in her voice sounds like she already knows. 


Like she knows something I don’t. 


Turning to face her, I shrug, smiling. “Just work, I gotta 
check in. Maybe something to do with this weather. It 
happens sometimes,” I tell her, but I can also feel her 
tension as I call Mack. 


Mack. 


I call him Mack because it was him, all those years ago who 
got me up and running in my first truck. A Mack. 


He gave me a chance driving one of his rigs and later sold 
the same one to me at a giveaway price. It was my shoe in 
to an industry I had no idea about, but one he was prepared 
to help me learn about, as well as give me a hand up along 
the way. 


He’s past retirement age now, and works harder than he 
ever has, but he’s made me promise to never let him retire. 


Trucks, lumber, they’re his life and although comfortable 
enough in his own finances, he likes the security of knowing 
there’s something to do every day. 


He’s my right hand when I’m not there and I figure it’s only 
fair to update him anyway, regardless whatever else has 
happened. 


“Mack?” I ask once he picks up, his hard breath in reply 
instead of words. 


A silent Mack is a concerned Mack. 

“What is it, what’s happened?” I ask him firmly. 

“Who’s Sophie?” is all he wants to know in a gruff voice. 
If I didn’t know better, I’d say Mack sounded a little hurt. 
Maybe even jealous. 


“You can do what you want on your own time, Thorn, but 
it’s nothing too hard keeping me up to date is it?” he asks, 
and I feel stunned he could know about Sophie so soon. 


“Mack,” I say again, trying to sound calm. “What’s going 
on?” 


I hear Sophie shifting in the bed behind me, sitting up. I 
suddenly feel like the only person who doesn’t know what’s 
going on. 

“Kip said you picked up a ‘hiker yesterday... gave him the 
trailer you had on.” 


“She’s a friend,” I growl, narrowing my eyes and clenching 
my teeth as I fight the urge to tell Mack, Kip and the world 
exactly where they can stick their interference. 


“Well... whatever she is to you Thorn. Her dad’s on the 
warpath. Tracked her through some lost property from a 


bus company, then found out she went with you in one of 
our trucks from Rick at the diner. He did the math and 
fronted up here first thing, mad as hell demanding his 
daughter back after he drove cross country looking for you 
both.” 


“T see,” I murmur, nodding as it clicks why Sophie’s tense 
when it comes to the idea of her father, the farm. Going 
home instead of staying with me. 


“Ts he there now?” I ask. “Put him on.” 


Mack’s dry throaty laugh is loud enough for me to pull the 
phone off my ear until he simmers down. 


“He wasn’t one to hang around, Thorn. I’m giving you a 
heads up so you can either be on the lookout for him 
yourself, or...” he trails off. 


“Or what?” I ask sharply. 


“Or, you can have his daughter call him up so she can go 
home and you can maybe come down here and do some 
work!” he says bluntly. “I got five rigs when I need six here 
and one’s in your driveway.” 


I open my mouth to say something I’ll regret, but Mack’s 
calm voice cuts me short. “I’m sorry, Thorn. It’s just been 
one of those mornings. I didn’t know where you were and 
then this mad farmer comes at me accusing you of who 
knows what. It’s your business, Thorn, just giving ya fair 
word of warning,” he says soberly, and without giving me 
time to say anything stupid, he ends the call. 


That’s Mack all over, and for once, I’m glad he’s let it go 
without a harsh word between us. 


“Its my dad, isn’t it?” Sophie sighs, her voice trembling a 
little as I spin around to face her on the bed. 


“Just tell me he’s never hurt you,” I ask her, and feel relief 
when she scoffs gently. 


“Oh, Thorn! Really! It’s nothing like that... dads just... set in 
his ways. Once mom left, I was all he had and the only help 
he has around the farm,” she says, taking my clenched hand 
in hers and pressing her hot flushed cheek against it. 


“I told him I had a job with a logging company once the 
other one fell through, but either way, he’s not ready to let 
go, that’s all.” 


I feel myself frowning, not liking the man even though I’ve 
never met him. Anything that wants to take Sophie, my 
Sophie from me can go to hell. Even if it is her own father. 


“How did he...?” she asks suddenly. 


“Lost property through the bus company,” I murmur. “You 
must’ve had something with your name or number on it.” 


She looks relieved. “At least I can get my phone back, my 
purse... everything I had was in that bag.” 


“And then what?” I ask her, not meaning to, but hearing my 
voice go hard again. 


Defensive. 


“Then? Then once I get my stuff back you can take me home 
and fuck me like a rabid animal that’s what!” she exclaims, 
and I grab hold of her with both hands, pulling her over to 
me, kissing her everywhere and anywhere that gets in the 
way of my lips. 


“That’s what I want to hear,” I growl into her ear. 


“You’re mine Sophie, and I won’t let you go no matter 
what.” 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


S ophie 


In a way I’m relieved. I know that at least somehow, dad 
knows. He knows I’m safe. At least, I hope that’s the 
impression he has so far. 


He’ll also know I meant it when I said I wasn’t going back to 
the farm. It’ll be hard for him to accept but I have to live my 
own life at some point. 


It’s so like him to play detective, tracking me down 
somehow. I can just imagine him tossing everything aside 
and probably driving his pick up all night to come find out 
what happened to me. 


It’s because he loves me, I know that much. He lost mom 
and he doesn’t want to lose me as well. 


If I could just make him see he won't be losing me. Letting 
me live my own life means I'll be happy and want to see him 
more often. 


I do worry about who’ll help dad on the farm though, but I 
can’t be the same thing for everyone forever. 


Except Thorn, with Thorn I know where I stand and I want 
to be by his side now, no matter what. 


“Apparently he went out to the mill this morning, mad as 
hell, wanting to know where you were, none too happy 
you’d taken off with some trucker,” Thorn says, almost 
sounding pleased with himself. 


“You’re not just some trucker,” I remind him and he smiles 
wide. 


“How far’s the mill?” I ask him, cocking my ear. 


“About a half hour...” Thorn starts to say but we both hear it 
coming up his gravel drive, even over the sound of the rain 
and the odd peal of thunder from outside. 


“Now Thorn,” I say, trying to sound calm as I rush out of 
bed to get my clothes back on. But Thorn doesn’t look 
bothered, much. 


He watches me dress, making a longing face and biting his 
lip a couple of times before I’m finally ready. 


Ready for what? 


He puffs some air out of his cheeks, and sliding out of bed 
he draws on his jeans, boots and picks a fresh shirt from his 
closet as we both become aware of the pounding on the 
front door. 


I want to go down, to open the door but I figure it's Thorn’s 
house. He has a say in what really happens next. 


“Just... Just don’t hurt him,” I say, wincing, not really 
knowing what’s going to happen and only made more 
fearful by the sudden flashes of lightning and huge bangs of 
thunder right over the house. 


“Sophie,” Thorn says, looking offended I’d even say that. 
“Just tell me you really will stay? I’ll let you have all the time 
you need to talk to your dad about stuff, but I need to know 
your place is here with me now.” 


I rush to be in his arms. “Of course! I said I’m yours Thorn 
and I mean it... dad’s just upset is all, worried about me... 
who’ll help him on the farm.” 


“Hmm. Needs a farmhand, eh?” Thorn muses, moving 
ahead of me in long strides as he makes his way to the front 
door, which he slowly unlocks and draws back, looking 
down at my dad who looks up, gulping. 


My dad’s not a big guy. Sweet and loyal, hardworking and 
very protective of his daughter, but he’s no Thorn. 


Nobody is, I’m fast beginning to realize. 
He really is one exceptionally made man. 


But my dad’s not a coward either, and seeing Thorn’s size, 
and me behind him, his face softens before he sets his eyes 
on Thorn’s again. 


“Now. I don’t want any trouble, just my daughter,” he says 
in a low, cool voice, rolling his sleeves up though and 
steadying himself on his feet. 


I’ve seen dad bring down a six hundred pound steer on his 
own, and I can tell Thorn sees he knows how to handle 
himself too, despite his size. 


But Thorn isn’t interested in fighting him. 


“Pm Thorn,” he says, thrusting his hand out, and I can 
almost see his winning smile reflecting off dad’s face. 
“C’mon in out of the weather.” 


Dad's face falls, and he cranes his neck to see me behind 
Thorn again, his eyes filled with a thousand questions. 


Thorn steps to one side, and I open my arms to hug my dad, 
who rushes to grab a hold of me. 


“I was so worried, Sophie. After I couldn’t call you, then the 
bus depot called about your bag you’d left on it... just 
vanished, I’d thought... I thought I’d... lost you...” 


He catches himself before he gets too emotional, and 
Thorn’s huge arm is stretched out, ushering us all into the 
living room. 


Thorn leaves us alone just long enough for me to smooth 
things over with my dad a little, assuring him no great harm 
has come to me and I really do have a job with Thorn’s mill. 


“They didn’t seem to know about you when I went there this 
morning,” Dad says, his eyes narrowing a little as he 
glances at me sideways. 


“That’s because she came straight here, yesterday,” Thorn 
announces, coming back in with a tray of coffee, some of the 
pie and a few other bits and pieces on a huge tray, which he 
sets down on the solid wood coffee table in front of us all. 


“Sophie stayed here last night, and we were going to go 
down to the mill this afternoon to get her started in the 
office.” 


“She. Stayed. Here?” Dad asks, his brow darkening. 


I’m ready to tell him once and for all, ready to shout at him 
for embarrassing me so much in front of Thorn, that I’m old 
enough to do what I want now, but Thorn doesn’t even 
blink. 


“That’s right. I have a whole house here, Mr?” he asks, 
holding up the cream in a tiny jug and pouring it once my 


dad signals he wants just a dash in his coffee. 


“Pitt. Morgan Pitt,” Dad tells him, looking around and 
taking in the size of the place as Thorn reminds him he has 
an upstairs as well as a downstairs, filled with rooms and 
secure privacy for his guests and employees. 


“T see,” Dad groans, sinking his head into his hands as 
Thorn gives me a little wink. 


Not lying, just... delaying the truth for a bit. 


I can hear his voice in my mind, and I agree. It’s far better 
to have dad getting used to the idea of Thorn and me in 
stages rather than having a big drama that serves nobody. 


“Are you married, Mr. Thorn?” Dad asks. 
“No,” Thorn replies. 


“I see,” Dad says again, looking at me sidelong for an 
explanation. 


I just give a little shrug. 


“I was so tired after everything yesterday, the whole thing 
with that stupid housekeeping job, then losing my bag. Mr. 
Throne was too kind about everything and we just figured 
we'd sort it all out today. I was gonna call you dad, but you 
were... well. We had words yesterday and I thought I’d 
just...” 


“Tell me about this job,” Dad interrupts, his eyes on Thorn 
again. 


“Well... It’s a bit of a roustabout position really. One of my 
drivers, he’s made it known he’d rather go work on a farm 
out in the country somewhere... really doesn’t want to drive 
rigs anymore so I have to take his place.” 


“Farm, eh?” Dad says, his eyes widening as he sits back in 
his seat sipping his coffee, relaxing a little. 


“Oh yeah, Kip? He’s always wanted to work on a farm, so I 
have to go back driving for a time and Sophie here is gonna 
handle the office admin with my mill and fleet manager, 
Mack, who I think you met this morning?” 


“Yes, I did,” Dad muses. “Tell me more about this farm fella. 
Is he experienced, strong?” 


I see what Thorn’s done, and I love him for it. 


He’s taken an awkward, possibly violent confrontation and 
made it all about my dad finding someone to help him on 
the farm in a very subtle way. 


I want to butt in, but Thorn gives me a look with his eyes 
that he has it all worked out. 


So I just let him square it all away with dad in his own 
special way. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


l horn 


It’ll take some doing. 


Kip hates the country, and he’d be about as much use as a 
farm hand as he is an astronaut. 


But I had to think of something. 


I resolve to pay Kip whatever it takes, however long and 
however much it costs until we can ease Morgan Pitt into 
the idea his daughter’s fallen for her older employer, who 
just happens to be fabulously wealthy and can provide for 
her for the rest of her life. 


If I’d kept on being so protective of Sophie, not wanting her 
own dad to have anything to take the place of the idea of 
her leaving the farm, I’d be no better than he is. 


Overprotective and scared of losing her. 


But I know I have her. And the only thing that scares me is 
how much I love her. That I might not be able to get across 
to her in one lifetime just what she means to me. 


She’s all mine, I claimed her as my own and she’s told me 
what she really wants. 


Over coffee I talk up Kip some more as the down home 
country boy I just know he is at heart, and fill her dad in on 
Sophie’s new position. 


“Sounds like she may as well be running the show,” he 
exclaims, swelling with pride as I outline just as much. 
Sophie will have full and equal say in the running of any 
aspect of the company she feels comfortable in. 


I can’t tell her old man today, but after all, it'll be half her 
business too, eventually... once I get my way. 


And I am known for being a man who knows what he wants, 
going to any lengths to get it. Fortunately for me, Sophie 
wants me just as much as I want her too, so I know she'll go 
along with it once I spell it out. 


For the rest of the afternoon, we play the game and I make 
us all some lunch, Sophie has her bag back via her dad and 
we three talk of plans for Sophie’s future at Thorn’s Mill. 


Once I convince her dad to give young Kip a go on the farm, 
we all see and feel the change in his straight away. 


“Tl have to have a trial period, can’t have no slackers on a 
farm,” he says firmly, and I nod eagerly. 


Sophie does too. 


I insist that Morgan stay with me, it’s far too wet to be 
driving so far back but he won’t have it. 


“T gotta get back. You know how it is?” he asks, letting the 
country in his voice drawl a little now he feels more at ease 
with me. 


“Yeah, I do know how it is,” I tell him truthfully, eyeing his 
daughter for a moment as I see him out, and then making a 
mad dash for the phone, wondering just how much Kip is 
willing to play farm boy for. 


It'll never be too much. 


I tell myself. She’s worth more to me than anything I own 
times a billion times over. 


I watch Sophie kiss and hug her dad goodbye promising 
him we’ll be in touch to collect her things and then as 
quickly as he came, he’s gone. 


Once his pick up is out of sight the sun pokes warm golden 
rays through the dark clouds. I close the door and pull 
Sophie towards me, kissing her deeply. 


“Did you just trade me for one of your rig drivers?” she asks 
me. 


“Not traded,” I tell her. “Oh! I gotta call Kip,” I tell her, but 
she makes sure she listens in on every part of the call, 
especially the part where I have to agree to how much Kip 
wants for such a crazy change in career choices. 


“I thought you said she was a friend of the family,” Kip 
taunts me, knowing full well he has me over a barrel. 


“Okay, okay, Kip. She’s more than a friend, now how does...” 
I whisper the amount to him so Sophie can’t hear. A fair 
price I’d say, and it gives him a break from driving trucks, 
fresh air and some exercise, just until Morgan warms to the 
idea that Sophie’s much better off as the wife of a wealthy 
trucker than a lonely farmer’s daughter. 


Kip asks if I’m serious, to which I assure him I am. “Deadly 
serious,” and I have to hold the phone out as he lets out a 
whooping holler of delight. 


More than a fair price. Man could buy himself two trucks 
for that much. 


“Well,” I tell Sophie later, catching my breath as she holds 
her hand to her chest, panting from her second or is it third 
orgasm this afternoon? 


“Tt’s all’s well that ends well. Kip can start with your dad 
when he wants him, and we can... well. We can try for four 
in a row if you want?” 


“I love you, Thorn,” she sighs, stretching my arm around 
her, and I tell her the same. 


“T love you more,” I remind her. 


Counting the minutes until I can show her again, show her 
just how much. 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


OPHIE 


“Can I see yet?” I ask Thorn, probably for the second time 
today, and for the second time he just shakes his head. 


“Nope,” he says flatly without looking up, getting back to 
his bookwork in his study. 


The bookwork I thought I was supposed to be doing for him. 


It feels like he just wants me to do nothing but sleep, eat 
and be made love to all day, with him doing everything for 
me apart from the sleeping part. 


“Could I just have a little peek?” I ask again, trying 
hopelessly to get him to cave in. But Thorn is a tough nut to 
crack, once he’s made his mind up on something, its law. 


“Nope,” he reminds me, looking up to give me a little smile 
and a wink. “Why don’t you go lay down honey. I’ll be along 
anytime soon, just need to do this week’s accounts. 
Shouldn’t be too long.” 


I stifle a groan, but bite my tongue, then help myself to 
some cold chicken on the way, as I go lie down. 


In front of the TV in the lounge, sulking. I’ve been so tired 
lately. 


So fat. 


I can’t believe how much weight I’ve put on. Thorn 
encourages it, says he wants me to be a full moon goddess 
whatever that is. 


He’s been working on something at the mill. I know he has. 
Then he brought it home under canvas last week. 


I start to fume. Thorn never keeps anything from me, but 
this one thing. It’s driving me up the wall. 


“No!” he calls out from his study absently. Reading my mind 
even, it’s so unfair. 


A few months ago, Thorn wouldn’t have me doing anything. 
Just decided I had to take it easy and be pampered. 


He even hired some people to do more at the mill and in the 
office so we could spend more time at home. Business is 
booming and Thorn does less every month, it’s amazing. 


Finishing a leg and then a wing, I struggle to get up to go 
for more food. 


Watching a diaper ad on TV. 
The past three months. 


It all plays at high speed through my brain as I have a rare 
moment of clarity. 


I suddenly realize what I’ve become. 


I flail like a turtle and then manage to haul myself up out of 
the chair and I dash for the kitchen, narrowing my eyes as I 
scan the calendar on the fridge. 


No... 

Yes... ? 

Ugh! 

If he knew before me... IIL.. TIL.. 

My next stop is the bathroom in the hall. 


There’s a whole drawer full of tests, which mysteriously 
appeared a few months after I moved in officially. 


The day after I met Thorn. 
I can almost hear my own voice. It seems like a lifetime ago. 
God, I’m so naive. 


“Let’s wait and find out,” Thorn had said when I tried to ask 
if it was even possible. 


Mind you, we’ve been at it like rabbits since then. 
How could I not know? 


I sigh loudly, and kicking the digital scales by accident all 
the way under the vanity unit, I open the drawer and pull 
out a test kit. 


I scan the instructions as I sit on the toilet waiting for my 
part of the process to come, which doesn’t take long. 


I laugh to myself, waiting for the result. 
It can’t be. It won't be. 
It is. 


I let out a cry. A sort of scream crossed with a squeal but 
more like I’ve just stepped on a spider. 


I can hear Thorn’s steps thundering down the hall and he 
calls my name before he gets to the door, which he pushes 
open. 


One look at his face, looking at mine and I get it. 


I’m not sure how it never even occurred to me. Maybe it’s a 
first time thing, or maybe I’m just too hormonal to think 
straight anymore, but in a split second I know that Thorn 
knows. 


“How long have you known?” I ask, feeling my face 
screwing up and getting hot, the tears starting already. 


Thorn rushes over to me, and kneeling down, he takes the 
test, showing a big blue plus sign and sets it on the counter, 
hugging me. 


“T didn’t... Not really... I mean... you didn’t know?” he asks 
me with disbelief. 


I can only shake my head, crying. 


Tears of joy though. I’m not mad or upset or even mildly 
annoyed. 


It’s like the past few months make sense in one second. 
Everything that’s happened is because I’m pregnant. 


“We’re gonna have a baby?” I ask Thorn, as he walks me 
back to the bedroom, pausing at the basement door on the 
way through. 


“We’re gonna have a baby,” he tells me, and gently unlocks 
the basement door, going down the first few steps after 
turning the light on and holding his hand out so I can follow 
him down. 


“T was working on something, you were right, but I wanted 
to be a hundred percent sure before I showed you... just in 


case.” 
He murmurs absently. 
“Just in case?” I hear myself asking. 


“T just wanted to be sure, honey,” he says, lifting back the 
tarp and flicking another light switch on the wall, making 
me put both my hands to my mouth which is wide open in a 
gasp. 

“Oh, Thorn! It’s beautiful. For me? For us? For the baby?” I 
stammer. 


“For the baby and for you,” he tells me, nudging me closer 
so he can show me. 


“You made this?” It’s a stupid question, but I just can’t 
believe how beautiful it is. The quality of the work, the wood 
he’s used, the finish. 


The first piece is an upright bassinet, the antique kind that 
you rock by hand. 


“Try it out,” he says softly, urging me into the second piece. 


A beautiful, hand carved rocking chair with red velvet, 
embroidered with little golden S’s. 


I’m shaking my head, I can’t believe it. 


“Tell me you didn’t stitch all those little S’s,” I ask him, 
relieved when he shakes his head. 


“No honey, but I did make the furniture... for our baby 
which I thought might be coming but was waiting for you to 
Say SO.” 


“T thought I’d just put on some weight. I thought I was just 
vagueing out from not doing much,” I tell him absently, 


instantly feeling right at home in the rocker and gently 
nudging the bassinet with my foot. 


“That’s great, honey... just perfect... just like you... so 
perfect,” Thorn beams, and I can see a line of silver at the 
corner of his eye as he leans in to kiss me on the lips, then 
bend lower to kiss my belly. 


n 


“Mommy,” he whispers in my ear and reaches into his 
pocket for something else. 


“Wifey?” he asks, kneeling down again, taking my hand this 
time and slipping the ring on my finger. 


“TIl have to make an honest woman of you now, Sophie, 
can’t have us living together, unmarried if we’re gonna 
have a baby.” 


“ Babies,” I correct him, tears streaming now as I struggle 
to focus on the glittering band on my finger as I rock in my 
new chair. 


“We’re going to have lots of babies, Thorn... and yes, I do... 
I will. Oh god, I love you Thorn!” 


“No, Sophie. I love you, both of you. This. I love us.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


A YEAR AND AHALF LATER 


THORN 
She gets more beautiful every day. 


I tell her every chance I get and for the first few months it 
was a shyness that made her brush it off, but now she 
sometimes even doesn’t want to hear it, I’m afraid to say. 


Even though it’s true. 


Coming out of the house, our home. A beautiful two story 
house that owes us nothing but the life we’re destined to 
live in it, surrounded by pristine forest on a gorgeous 
spring day. 


I wave to her as I come out, watching her push little Zac in 
his swing, hanging from the huge oak tree out front. 


It’s déja vu almost, but I don’t remember having the 
memory, I just know it’s meant to be. 


She waves me over and I take my time, watching her push 
our little boy while she rests her hand on her belly, carrying 
our second child already. 


Fully aware of it this time. 


She’s never let me forget I didn’t suggest she might even 
be pregnant with Zac. 


But it doesn’t matter, she was and now she has another. Our 
little family will get large in time and fill the house I put 
here for us all. Fill it with their sounds, smells and laughter. 
Their tears and their tantrums. 


The good as well as the not so good times that make every 
minute with them perfect because I’m not going it alone 
anymore. I have real purpose, real direction. 


A father and a loving husband. 


I only worry I might love them too much. Is there even such 
a thing? 


Kip sent word he’s more than happy to stay on with Morgan 
at the farm. It was a terrible first few months for them both, 
and at the wedding Sophie’s dad made it plain and simple 
for me to understand. 


“You think I’m stupid, Thorn? I kinda knew you were 
trading me a daughter for a farm lad back when you 
thought you’d fooled me into letting her go to you, but I'll 
give to you. I really thought you’d sent me someone who at 
least knew the feed end from the shit end of an animal!” 


It took a little time, but Kip really took to life on the farm, 
and he took to Morgan as a father figure even more. The 
two of them, with a little financial encouragement from 
Sophie and me, bought up some surrounding farms and 
have started an organic co-op of farms, growing and tilling. 
Feeding and reaping like folks used to, and making a pretty 
good profit from it I hear. 


Mack got his wish, and ‘til his dying day he’ll be running the 
mill and the trucks. He’s never been happier running things 


just how he likes it, and we’ve never been better off 
because of it. 


My place, my job is at home. 


“You look more beautiful every day, Sophie,” I tell her, 
stroking Zac’s head as I lean in to kiss her. 


She rolls her eyes and holds both hands over her belly. 


“And this? Is this all beautiful to you as well Thorn?” she 
says with a wry smile. 


But it is. All of her is. Always has been and always will be. 


“Y’know...?’ She says, changing the subject, looking off to 
the direction I just came from. 


“T had the clearest feeling of déja vu just before, when you 
Came out and waved at us both, like we’ve done all this 
before.” 


“TIm sure I would’ve remembered if we’d done it before, 
darling,” I assure her, kissing her again. 


“I think maybe it's just fate telling us we’re in the right 
place, that we’re doing the right thing. What do you think?” 
I ask her, stroking her hair back and kissing her forehead. 


“T think I’m the luckiest woman alive, Thorn.” 
“And I’m the luckiest man alive,” I counter. 


“Oh! The baby, it’s kicking!” Sophie exclaims, and I put a 
hand to her belly, noticing little Zac looking up and reaching 
out with his hands too. 


I lift him out of his swing, and quite the little man, all on his 
own, he puts both his hands on his mommy’s tummy and 
says his first word clear as day. 


“Baby!” he exclaims, rubbing his hands across Sophie until 
mine cover them both. 


“Did you hear that?” she asks me, and I can only give a 
smile, stifling the cry of joy I feel at hearing my son speak 
his first word. 


“T sure did,” I tell Sophie. “Baby” we both repeat, about a 
dozen times, but Zac’s lost interest and wants to crawl over 
to his blanket, picking up some of his wooden toys and his 
bouncing ball both at the same time. He'll say a million 
more words in his life and none will be any less special to us 
both. 


“I’m so proud of you, Sophie. I know you don’t want me to 
say it again, but you really are more beautiful every time I 
see you too, and like little Zac here, you’re always finding 
new ways to make me the happiest man alive,” I tell her. 
Telling them both. 


All three 

My wife. 

My son. 

His little unborn brother or sister. 
My family. 


My whole reason for existing. 
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